



‘But if there be in glory aught of good. 

It may by means far different be attain'd. 
Without ambition, war, or violence; 

By doculs of peace, by wisdom eminent. 

By patience, temperance.' 

Paradise Regained, b. iii. 88-03. 
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INTRODUCTION 


It is said that all books find thm level sooner 
or later; and indeed one would not willingly 
believe that anything of the highest worth can 
in the end bo rejected by the judgment of men. 
Yet some great works there undoubtedly are whi<di 
never seem likely to win their due place in general 
repute. How it is that they miss of fame it were 
hard to say; but some cross chance has neverthe¬ 
less thrown them out of the straight way to it 
which we should have thought natural for them 
to take, and triumph ; and time, that sets to right 
BO much, forgets to settle their account with the 
celebzitieB a^ publicitieB of their day. Some 
books, like wme men, seem to have come into 
the world with the brand of mischance on them 
for birthmark. Otherwise it would hardly be 
to refer any reader, at the distance of 
more than half a century, to an early sonnet of 
Keats for intioduetiw to the name of Mr. Wells. 
This sonnet, written before the author's friend 
had himself come forward as a poet, remains 
almost the\>hfy indication extant, besides the all 
but forgotten existence of his own writings, that 
such a man was aHve in that second golden age 
of Sngfish poetry which was comprised within 
the fiist^quarter of the nineteenth century; un¬ 
less the t^o or three yet hunter lefe^nces to be 
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found in the published eonespondezieeif^Df Kea^ 
be admitted as further evidence. But about a 
year after the death of that poet a puny volume, 
hardly heavier than a pamphlet, labelled Stories 
after Nature^ was cast ufjon the waters of the 
world, which received it with unanimous neglect, 
and has not yet found it after these many mtys; 
to be followed in two years’ time by a * g^ptiml 
Drama bearing the more decorods than attric- 
tive title of Joseph and his Brethren, and issued 
under the pseudonym of H. L. Howard; with 
a preface ^ted from London, a motto taken 
from Milton, and two hundred and fifty-two 
pages of clear print. The book has long since 
sunk BO far out of general sight that the evidence 
of such details is necessa^ to convince us that 
poem and poet are not as unsubstantial as the 
personality of the sponsor Howard, as undis- 
coverable as the reason which may have induced 
the author to prefer the anonymous form of ven¬ 
ture for his first book, the pseudonymous lor his 
second. Assuredly there was ip his case no 
reason for fear or shame in the publication of work 
not unworthy of the time when England still held, 
or still divided with the land of Goethe, thatfiaee 
at the head of European literature which France 
was to assume and retain after the mighty move¬ 
ment of 1830. Tet, though ^^iheze. -was proof 
enough in the latter of thm two littleJxmkB that 
a new poet was in the world, and onwonly leaser 
than the greatest Of his time in some of the greatest 
qualities of his art, the critics of the minute could 
not spare even such notice to his work os they 
had accorded to that of Keats; not an owkthoiight 
it worth wlple to sti^h his ^roat, not an ass to 
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Hft up Ids ImL agsistife the mikman. So tlio 
hocta vanialiod at onoe; and ziomoalj by sucdi 
bappy cbanee as somstosB tnay eoxne to tbe 
help of asaiduoiiis xfsseatcdi can Utey ba dug up 
from the cemetenea of litecatuze. At rare casugl 
interyala some thin and reedy note of eulogy has 
been uttered oyer the grave of a noble poem, 
bemtohed as it were to a sleep like death; and 
has always hitherto failed of a hearing. Nor did 
even the choice and eloquent words of praise 
bestowed on it by Mr. Bossetti, in a supplementary 
Soapier to Gilchiutt’s Life of Blahe, succeed in 
ff^racting the notice w!^h Blake himself had 
not yet won from our generation. Notwithstand¬ 
ing, the truth r^aaw&s, that the author of Joseph 
and his BreAten will some day have to oe 
acknowledged among the memoraole men of the 
Second great period in our pbetj^. 

The first publ^tion of Mr. Wells, written, it is 
said, in his wrliest youth, has much of the charm 
and smnething nf the weakness natural to the 
first flight and the first note of a song-bird whose 
wings have yet to grow and whose notes have 3 ret 
to deepen; yet in its first flutterings and twitter- 
ingSMliieie is a . nam^m grace, a beauty inde¬ 
finable, which belongs oiHy to the infancy of genius 
as ii belongs, on^y'^ the iiifanoy of Ufe. To a 
reader of the age"a#which this book was written 
it win seexQ^por: iMr; At least it seemed to me-^ 

‘ perfect in ^soe and^^ wiwCr, tender and exquisite 
in dullce of^lan^iage^-full of a noble and masculine 
delicacy in^ fe^ng a^ purpose *; and he wiU be 
ready to attribute the utter neglect which has 
befaUen it simply ‘ to theimb^iile caprice of hazard 
and opinion y Even then^ hqpever, helwill per- 
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odive^ If there be in him say miticsl judgsient 
or say pro 1 ]u^e of sok^ fsouHy to come* that the 
style of these stories is too near poetry to be 
really praiseworthy as prose; that they relish 
qf a bastard graft; that they halt between two 
kinds of merit. At times they wiU.seem to him 
almost to attain the standard of the Deoameron; 
yet even he will remark that they want the direct 
aim and clear comprehension of story whirii axe 
never wanting in Boccaodo. That perfect narra¬ 
tive power wmch sustains the most poetical stories 
even of the fifth day of the Decameron, keeping 
always in full view tho simple prose of the event, 
is too often lacking here. And the youngest 
reader will probably take note that ‘there is a 
savour of impossibility (so to speak), a sort of 
incongruous beauty dividing the subjf^t and the 
style, which removes the Stories after Naiure 
from our complete apprehension, and baffles the 
reader's delight in them *; that ‘ even the licence 
of a fairy tale is here abruptly leapt over; names 
and places are thrust in which perplex the very 
readiest belief evta of that foctitious kind which 
we may accord to things practically impossible: 
English kings and Tuscan dukes occupy thmfdace 
reserved in the charity of our imagmations for 
kings of Lyonesse and princesses of Oarba; the 
language also is often cast in'*fhe mould of Blua- 
bethan convention; absolute Biqdximnii, irith all 
its fantastic coiruptions of s^e, br&ks put and 
runs rampant here and tAere; especially in a lew 
of the more passionate spe^es this starched 
ugliness of run and rehato will be frit to stiEen 
ara deform the style of the same page which 
contains some of tijp sweetest and pWrest English 
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ever %rzittea*. On taidw Idle fitlje boob 
age^ in after yew Imb w elf^ Sbeerv tlie yer- 
cep^le infaettpe of UIA WoA hct Bom of Ae 
storieB; and thaib mm and graoefid einavilt, 
muDb ii whoBO ecitiee} n mfe aad not a fittie o| 
Ilia poetical^ rataina ita ^diaxm to tiiia day, a aoft 
light ftagxam Ibbb evwaOBceiit than it BeemB, had 
Bi^ no good example in his short sentimental 
nairatives for any pnpii follow. One or two 
at least of the younger poet’s Btories, had we 
found them in the Indicator or Borne other of 
Hunt’s magatinea* we should, 1 think, have set 
down as somewhat tiiin and empty samples of the 
editor’s hastier work; in others there is a fresh 
and exquisite beauty vdiich is due to no inspira¬ 
tion but his own. 

But, in whatever degree the undeniable pre¬ 
sence of minor faults and mere stains of careleBS- 
nesB may excuse >the neglect of Mr. Wells’s prose 
stories, no such plea of nssiag defect can extenuate 
the scandal of Ihe fact tiiat to this day hia great 
dramatic poem reiiutinB known perhara on the 
whole to about hsU adeaen students of English art. 

The first paxt» endipg^ with the sale of Joseph to 
the MHtt8iuteB,|l Writlsb tikroughout with a wonder¬ 
ful ease and statSiiyQMi of manner which recall the 
more equalde‘'oadqum of Shakespeare in hia 
vathest peiiM^ Ubro lie had as yet thonmigUy 
absorbed th^ Menfieant i&fiuenoe of Marlowe’a 
more jgrave and "ambftioua example. There is 
j^certpur sWeet tenu^ in tim oonteuoua melody 
of the* vent, an evid^ disposition to rest too 
, easily contented with the first forms that offer 
thenoselveMo clothe the fiM fonoMs, an ^orance 
when to stop and where to l^|eathe^ a wile in- 
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diligence in' supeifluity of speech, from which 
the greatest of poets could not chaengage his genius 
without the discipline of time and work. But 
then, here is also an inborn instinct of style, a 
pimple sense of right, which will not allow the 
stream of speech to grow harsh or turbid for an 
instant. Here is a solution of the problem which 
baffled the aspiration and the endeavour of one 
of our greatest poets. * There’s such a divinity 
doth hedge our Shakespeare round said Coleridge, 
^ that we cannot even imitate his style.’ Ho had 
tried to reproduce it—we must take his word for 
tlie fact without hope of further evidence—in the 
style of his Remorse, and found in the end— 
another assertion which taxes our faith as rudely 
as it violates our reason—^that he had throughout 
been treading in the steps of Fletcher and Mas¬ 
singer. Be that as it may, the hedge which defied 
the vaulting ambition of that sovereign master of 
lyric verse has been fairly cleared by the younger 
rider whose early feat in the race of song found so 
few spectators to applaud it. There are lines even 
in the overture of liis poem which might, it seems 
to me, more naturally be mistaken even by an 
expert in verse for the work of the youngHihake- 
speare, than any to be gathered elsewhere in the 
fields of English poetry. Take these, of the 
setting sun : 

I A goil gigantic, haUted in ^ 

Stepping from off a mount mto the sea.-^P. 6,} 

Two such lines, and there are many such, would 
suffice, with a certain school of commentators, to 
establish the unquestionable paTtnershi]9 of Shake¬ 
speare infthe Elizabethan play whiclf should con- 



INTRODUCTION ad 

tain them. The pure drataatio quality is perhaps 
best shown in the chsjacteis -of Reuben and 
Issachar» where the poet has found least material 
for his workmanidiip in the original story. Espe< 
cially the rough spte of the latter^ as deep andi^ 
bitter as a cooler or more patient hatred oomd be, 
is BO well given that his part stands out distinct 
in our memories till the end; the * strong ass 
hard and blunt, readiest to strike and slowest to 
suffer. Jacob again is a clear and vigorous 
sketch ; all excess of weakness has been avoided, 
and the baser aspect of age and fondness kept 
out of our thoughts. There is a genuine force 
of dramatic effect in his sudden appearance and 
upbraiding of the brothers (p. 12). And this 
passage of Joseph’s speech (p. 13) has in it a grand 
Elizabethan echo:— 

Wonld they .be envious, let them then be great, 
£nvy old cities, ancient neighbourhoods. 

Great men of tnnst and iron-crowndd kings; 

For household envy is a household rat; 

Envy of state a devil of some fear. 

E'en in my sleep n^ mind doth eat strange food. 
Enough to strengtaen mo against this hate. 

Tha next scene, though less effective at first 
sight, is well placed as an interlude of rest before 
the harsher action of the ^ama. The scenes in 
which Joseph is taken and sold, and the forged 
news of his death bfoken to his father, may b^ 
commended tor a lu^ dramatic insight and 
delicate justice of arrangement which can only 
be understood by a straightforward reading. 

There is something in description of Rachel 
(p. 32} whieh recalls the luxury and exuberance, if 
not the vigcAir and concentration, of Bfailowe’s 
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sweet and fiery raptures. As fine, bat in another 
fashion, is the speech of Reuben which follows 
it; full of thou^t and pliant j^wer compressed 
into brief grand words. Bat indeed verses as 
cgood as these might be gathered from all parts 
of the first act, especially in the scene where Joseph 
is taken from the pit and offered to the merchants— 

Swarthy Egyptians, yellow as their gold, 

Kiding on miitea; 


' a scene which abounds in passages fit for citation ; 
for example, the descripdon of the costly wares 
and trading life of the Ishmaelites; and later in 
the play we may note the imprecations of Reuben 
on his brethren (too much prolonged it may be, 
but rich in splendid verses and weighty turns of 
thought); the gradual breaking of the evil tidings 
to Jacob; and the lofty prdude-music of the 
chorus before the second act. But the crowning 
triumph of the poem is to be found there where 
the kernel of the whole story lies. 

Only once before had suw a character as that 
of the heroine been given with supreme success, 
and only by him who has given all things rightly, 
in whom there was no sha^w.of impeneetion or 
fidlure. In the Cleopatta of Shakespeare and in 
the Fhraxanor of the preseiit play there is the same 
imperious conscience of power by right of supreme 
beauty and supreme stieagth of ’ the same 
subtle sweetness of speech; the same delicately 
rendered effect of penection in word and gesture, 
never violated or made hush even by extreme 
passion; the same evidence of luxurious and 
patient pleasure found in all things sensually*^ 
pleasant; the same .capacity of bitter shame and 
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wiatli, dormimt mitiB the ixunilt of romtanoe or 
tebolUozL has been oSated; the saioooontein^uous . 
•inoapfi^ty to imdentand w oanower paasioh or 
a more their ora the 

eame rapid^ and supple of pmctical aotioxa 

All women in litera^te after these two seem coarse 
"ot trivial when ikey tguch on ^ytliing sensual; 
but in their passion there is notlimg common ot 
unclean; nothing paltryj no taint of vulgar sin" 
or more vulgar repentance, can touch these two. 
And this the later poet, at least, has made out of 
j the slightest and thinnest material possible; his 
[Original being not only insufficient—^the very bare 
. bones of conjecture, the suggestion of a skeleton 
'.character—but actually, as far as it was anything 
at all, BO associated with ideas simply ludicrous 
^nd base that the very name of ‘ Potiphar’s wife * 
_^as the sound of a coarse by-word. 

To prove by special reference the truth of what 
-has just been said would be the most inadequate 
kind of evidenoe that could be offered; but it 
I must surely be evident to any reader that the 
- manner of Phcazaaor's entrance (p. 97) is a noble 
. and most'dramatio introduction, worthy of Shake- 
, speare’s own as^ judgment. Nor is there any 
note of weafibm ikcline in what follows; 
but the .pasdk^,:of fheM teenes is managed with 
I such a ziobie texppmnce and so just an art^ that 
I a first reaching win p^diaps hardly suffice to show 
the author's tofl^ inastc^ of his own genius. 
SttcV wmlth and^ suoh'-wisaom in the use of it, 
such'4u3EUxy and sudi forbearance of style, are in 
the iughest Elizabethan, manner. 

In SLe^nezt scene Phraxaitor reasons of love 
with an attendant, Whose character, |the very 
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dimmest sketcli posdble, is designed seemingl;^ 
as a relief to her own. There is a flavour of aenti^ 
mental chastity in tiie few speeches allotted he^a 
which makes them feeble and flimsy enough is 
but this weak emptmess of the mrl serves somehovjh 
to set ofl and exalt the splendid sensuous vigoui^ 
of Phiaxanor’s share in the dialogue. This passage 
at least (p. 104) has the absolute ring of Shaken 
speare; * pure fire indeed ! 

I • 

Attxkdakt. Then, madam, you would say * 

That thpre is nothing in the worhl but love. 

Phbaxajtob. Not quite ; but 1 would say the fiery suzin 
Both not o’erubine the galaxy bo far; 

Nor doth a torch within a jewell'd mine 

Amaze tho eye beyond this diamond here ■ « 

More than the ruddy offices of love 

Bo glow before the common stepe of life. Jigs 

the 

There are in the same scene two magnificen jng 
passages of prolonged and subtle rhetoric, fineiere 
perhaps as pieces of conscious and imperious 
sophis^ than anything in the way of poetica|mt 
reasoning that has since been done. The first]^^ 
a panegyric on the potency of love and masterdon^’ 
of woman (p. 105). The second (pp. 108-110) ia 
deeper in thought and more intricate in writing in 
than any other speech in the play. It is a. subtl^e 
plea in defence of inconstancy In women; thi ^0 
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inconstancy, as governed and,directed by art t 
practical skill, being (in the spoakeilJfl mind) 
substitute for that laborioim'mgleness of b4 
and devotion of the will to bare tmth which m 
a man the stronger by nature of fibe two, but wl 
a woman cannot (it is argued) attain or rel 
without violatiDg her nature and abdicating 
power ujj^n man. .The qdeehly sophtdt then tu 
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Joaek Uie diaoouxiBe to qu e e t faww of love, - -^ 

\a 8 it wexe) her own heturt ddioatdy^ and w^ghiiig 
toeforehand the power of lus miaea to bear plmoxe; 
wd at loM;th, after all tide noUe zepoae of pre¬ 
paration, jMweph euteni with a meaaage firom hia 
"naatex, Thu scene is thron^ont faumaged with 
buch supr^e dextesity that one oveilooka the 
idmost IttdicrooB or repellent side of it, for which 
Mr. Wells is not responaihle. The temptress here 
^3 not repulsive, ana the hero is hardly ridiculous, 
rhese axe touches of weighty thought and keen 
"Derception not less noticeiwle than the oontinu(w 
* ffusion of verbal luxury; the quiet heavy malice 
^ot this is as worthy of Shakespeare as the daborate 
;and faultless music of tiie passage on love which 
iprecedes it (p. 121 ). 

f FKBAXAXoa. 1 have a inind 

I Ton shall at once walk with those honieBt limbs 
I Into your grave. 

j 

-i It would be superfluous to remark on the 
Itnarvelloue grcm ara strength of what follows— 
^e subtle rap^ c&anges of passion, the life and 
^eat of blood in every verse, the sublime intense 
Kwer of contempt which seems to make the 
itten words bite and bum, the swift dramatic 
iaon of so many sudden and shaip fancies of 
rath with the ablest and most facile expression, 
chaps, however, the chief success is still behind^ 
after the return of Potiphar it must have been 
,>bOur of espec^ diflLoolty to keep up the scene 
the same pitch. Neverthelesa, the writer’s 
wer never flags or falls off for an instant, from 
■e moment when Phraxanor turns from Joseidi 
Bv^aids her ^cetuming husband:— 

'U3 • •*> 
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injiirie* cejofoa; 

I tom my baolc on me af on tne dead. 

•—Ah I give me 'breat]L'~-(P« 13&) 

The picture of Joseph’s fidelity (p« 138) is as 
8 b her invective ; but the sudden tum at the 
is worth many pages of luximous eloquence. 

PsRAZANOB. Will you pruBe him, my honour'd lord f- 
POTIFHAR. Why bo/ 

Phbazanob. Becaufie he never 'must he praiitM agail 

This is another of those instances of reserve wh 
abound in Shakespeare only. Touches like tfaf 
occur in Webster, but hardly in any third dran 
tist. Cyril Tourneur perhaps has hit hero a 
there upon something of the same efiect. T 
hesitation of Potiphar to believe a charge so :. 
congnious as that laid upon Joseph is admirab, 

f iven; not less admirable is the explanation 
^hraxanor (pp. 140,141). Joseph’s vindication 
his father’s honour from the taunts of both wife ai 
husband is another noble and quotable passage 
and the fierce brief inquisition of Phraxanor whicl 
follows it is as dramatic as anything in the greaj 
preceding scene. 

From the departure of PhraXAnor (p. 150) 
the end of the play, the interest of it id mthe;^ 
in the poet’s power of worionatisbip than in the 
subject-matter; as indeed could no^ but be,| 
taking into account the reaction whic^must foUow 
on such scenes as those in the house ^ of Potiphar* 
Yet it should be noted that the famine in Cbnaan,^’ 
the triumphal procession of ^the swart Pharaoh 
fall of majesty \ and finally Ihe advent of Jacob, 
are all done into words wi& adinicable»and equal 
vigour; jand farther stray lines and* sentencea of 
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kz^uisite worth XDi|^t he fiidced oirt and stoong 
(ether till half the book were tianecxibed, 

^ut this is BO part of our teak. Now that the 
m is here at oneerthed and iMstored to ^e 
ight of men, those who will may judge how fit 
Le qualities displayed in its highest parts, the 
kpadties implied throughout, fall short of those 
tquiaite for a poet who would win in the hardest 
»f all its fields the highest nalms reserved for the 
lasters of his art. I should be loath to think that 
Lera accidens or mere fashion had such power 
evil in the world of imaginative work as in 
Le world of actual experience; but, considering 
>f what precious things that did once exist the 
^troke of sudden chance or the influence of gradual 
ciWange has undoubtedly deprived us, we may 
reasonably fear tiiat the powers which have robbed 
bjutnanity of so much that it once possessed, may 
h^ve robbed it also of possibilities not less precious 
Ln these foregone possesdons. It is probable 
tijnt the author, it is certain that the reader, of 
poem cannot say what fruit the genius wHch 
inspired it might have borne, had that genius ever 
fdund space to wotk in and students to work for. 
lit remams only far those who are capable of serious 
sard for hta iwt to payi^as I do here, the t^rdy 
t^snks of a later generation to the veteran^ ^ho, 
' er winning his ^u» so early in so high a field, 
rtltired, without farther straggle or pretext, to 
await fqg more thaniudf a century, with ' the wise 
inpifiercmce of She wise’, the ultimate award 
which would concede or reject his claim to a 
crown worth many that have flourished and faded 
between tbe gaorning and the evemng of his life. 

Aioekron Cbableb SwiwiuBNx. 

- 
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A sxunmcssm of vMasao&rt iianor 


ij The itiflnence of Dante Gabnel Rossetti npon 
ne ait and poetry of his time is beyond all 
/auging. If it bad not been for bim> Mr. Swin- 
iurne would never have written his brilliant essay 
4]ron Blake» and if it had not been fox that essay 
wke would perhaps not have become the idol 
rha whole group of poets and writers, until tiie 
rmer bedns to sigh weanly when be hears the 
hmA of Slake* If Rossetti had never picked up 
h{ Qaaritch*a penny lumber^boz a copy of Fita> 
tniaWs pataj^raiie of Omar Khayyam, people 
tfpuld never have heard of the EtMtyat, and we 
mould have been spared an ocean of writing 
iimn the tent^msher of NfshapUr. Those scepticu 
fmtxains would not have bmme sacred in the 
ifyes of CAristianus and ^^ee-thinkers alike. The 
Ttifo js obetassed by «19ake and Omar <the vezy 
tlbpocntes of eadk otijieE, surely), and aU becauaa 
aflossetti disQoVesed the^nr 

wha0 aboab Rossetti’s other find 7 What 
^^^^Pkarisp Wdband Joeepk and ki» Brethren ?' 
injnieECf was i time when Joseph and hie Brethren\ 


xz ROSSETTI AND OIARLES WELLS 

or At MaSoz BtownV great etadio in Fitm^ j 
Square, €V at WestUndMantoft^fluidiiig^gath^ j 
ings by Qialk Farm^ or at Lady Duftoa^Ha^yi Y 
At Homes, who gouM not utter the Shibbo-\ 
l^b. The so-called Pre-Raphaelite poets, Arthim ' 
O'Shauffhnessy, John Payne, Philip Uiarstoni 
Theo. Marsiab, and Edmund Gosse himself, haaf 
to read Joseph a/nd his Brethren in order to exist.. 
Carefully and anxiously was the copy at thdi 
British Museum thumbed by many an aspirant tc'^ 
poetic fame. Now the fact is undeniable thad 
Joseph and his Brethren is a Bliibboleth no longer! 
The present generation know nothing of itii 
Fashions in poetry are as fugitive as fashions m 
dress. And the question has presented itself t ' 
the critics of to-day, * Did the insight of Rosseti 
fail him with regard to this poem ? * 

It chanced that when the poem was reprint 
in 1876,1 had much to do—more to do than an] 
one, except my friend Mr. Buxton Forman—^wit 
that publication. And the publisher of the ‘ Worlds 
Classics* thinks that an account of the venture b] 
mo will be found generally interesting. 1 
afraid it will have to be long, for there is a g( 
deal to tell. 


« 


1 had not known Rossetti long before he 
to talk to me about the poem. It was di 
my first stay at Kelmsoott Manor, frhitiier 1 
been invited with Dr. Gordon Hake. And thi 
subject brings back that imwt deU^tfnl retreal 
of the two poets—Dante Gabriel Rossetti^ an< 
William Morris. They had taken the 
Honse together and oocupied it alternately. 1 wac 
a privileged visitor of both occupants and 
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weie to reooid jutemtxQg c^vwuitioiia 
;bAt X Imd thove tibo poet of TAo Bfoaeedl 
ifUHM^«<«nd the poot of !Z^ jpotraliw, 

ehould fill a Ubiaxj. 

lloBtetti igid 1 mnt etvdfibog ^ day beatde 
e banks of tbe Upper mbanijes, iribm Iko said. 
You ate a Sthakespeaxean studenti, n'sttf-ss pas ?' 
Ur. HuefEer had been diowing him an eesay upon 
~ e lost HamM by me.) 

*You may call me so, if you like.’ I said; 
I know enough of Shakespeare and his coU'- 
emporaiies to to anmaed at his infinite superiority 
'o all ihe others.* 

‘Are you aware that we hare discovered^ 
laid Romtti, ^an irnknown poem more Shake-* 
ipearean than anything else out of Shakespeare ? 
—You smile.* 

‘Men of genius*, I said, ‘should sometimes be 
nifltruated m their poetic^ finds. There are not 
nany lumps of quartz which the auriferous light 
thed from the poet’s own eye cannot transmute 
^nto very respe^hle nuggets.* 

‘ Yon are sateastic.* he said. 

* The iBCt is/ 1 said, ' I have got a good deal 
laried wth the iteeariaa and xeitenition of this 
ord ** ShafcespttEMuix**- ThiouA all this century, 
at least stnue Oolfari^ wrote lubout Shakespeare, 
ies have been wdmng and talking of him as 
utipi tib^had 

XlaloB Oft the iosbiia root 
^ that takas the leasou prisoner.* 

*Tcm must*, sud he, ‘ have been in touch with 
Bdui^ult and the cockney Shakespeares 
who have lately, 1 believe, been ocmippring their 
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own dxaznatic eficnrin with the much pootee etu^ 
ot the Bard of Avon. Every genete t ion prodticej 
its playwri^t who at (he fiefah 
exckimB, ^^^Vhere Is your Wutfie SfytJkeBfiai 
ifiOoT”* 

* No. X know nothing of the cockney 
speares. Ton would not call Westland ~ 
one of them, 4ot only the other day he said to 
** The more contemptible the playwright •». 
more sure is he to talk of ‘Shakespeare and me *.’ 
All I mean is that Shakespearean critics wUl iiisisj 
upon formulating new canons of critictsm ex 
pressly for one author/ 

‘There is something in that, 1 must say, 
he replied. 

‘ They treat the characters of all other ima| 
tive writers as being imaginary: Shakes|^ 
characters they treat as being reaL This is m 
fair either to the dramatist Natim or to ~ 
human dramatist. The difiteteno Ybetween 
characters drawn by Nature and, )e characi 
drawn by Art is, of course, fundamentaL Nature* 
handiwork is always at bottoin casuistic 
know. No law does die recognise, except 
of her own sweet will.* 


The subject was rw^med when we ret u rned 
the tapestried room in the <dd hmiae which faruu 
Rossetti’s studio. A mO|te#iofoxeiiq]ae room 
was, as some few who xeadHmie pi^^irfRewnehi^ 
ber. The walls were cove^ wnA laded ' 
representing the story of Sanaaen. Chi 
was full of Rossetti’s pietureS which he had 
for from Leyland and Graham to xytohol^ ai^ 
Bometimes not for the better. I was fat&hs 
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aoeAlieal«abcMi<i Itosa^^s IoiAmI # powk 

'^AsuA ir^atadi ynA aagritiiig }m ftcfi^rncq^ ^ 
iao^tMalAa adMbt linn^ mf 

cbiwood» %»A inmk Svito 0im 

flool tbfm Bmf otiiar. iwttuMqita fifr 
iu>b]Kl 7 » lor evmHndof beatt^ that atot^gaama 
to oner tlia fevaSatt in the vorld. The human 
p Mtett o na eeta-mzldng are the gteateet that have 
ever etirred, for good or for il1« the soul of man t 
inagnanimi^, generoeity, love of kmdeed, hatred 
of imchcedi envy of kindred^ jealousy of kindred, 
filial reverence, an aged father^s paanonate affeC-^ 
tion for his beloved wife BacheFs son, the beanl^ 
of f ormvenese—what is there not delineated in this 
matouess story, save the one passion which is 
the most powc^l of all, sexual love ^ 

* What a subject for a drama! * I said, *but, 
•Bordy it is incapable of being treated artistioaBy 
by any dramatist or az^ poet. The very name 
of Wdls’s play, JoeejA and hts Brethren, was 
quite enousn to kill it. 

* Why 9 ^said Bossetti. 

* Beoause the only female interest it suggests 
ir tbs^of Poi^luirs wife, a v^ unsavoury 

feonaW^ Wlmtemejttises me fo that Wdls managed 
to get a onUishes lot a play on such a subieon 
I have amyi that the first thing 

a putJisW am an author about his mannscti^ 
is notk ** WVtat Is In it ^ but, ** What are you* 
g<npg jjo caftitt ** * 

injanaei said be, with one of his fond 
godbws^ * tn Ihiefataie as in life, “ What are you 
goiagtoeaQathfog f ** is the fit^ question; mat 
isemoiafly 0 when the pulbaheris bargaining on 
the dopes of Parnassus. But as to the upaavouii* 
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ness of Potiphar’s wife ; in every drama, you know, 
there must oe a villain or a villaincss to do battle 
with the hero or f’ood person, and, as Wells has 
not tampered with the Scripture narrative, but 
Has given us a portrait of a lecherous woman, 
perfe<itly unique—perfectly astounding for vigour 
—you will find that she makes a pretty successful 
villaiiiess.’ 

' All, but this is not all the difficulty of such 
a subject,’ 1 said. ‘ In any dramatization of the 
Hcriptinv story of Joseph the “ frisky matron ** 
has to take the parts of villainess and heroine 
both—don’t forgot that. Without her there is no 
female interest at all. And icnicmbor that in 
a poem or a novel, although a lecherous female 
can be tolerated if she is only sketched or out¬ 
lined, let tlie same lady be painted thoroughly 
in and slie becomes intolerable. In the Biblical 
narrative Pobifdiar’s wife is a mere impersonation 
of lust; she doesn’t even bear a name, nor doc.n 
she bear a name in the Koran : the Rahil” of 
sonic of the Arabian commentators is a name 
entirely invented by thcraaclvcs.’ 

‘ Then you think that the old Hebrew teller 
of that story felt that she would not bear elabo¬ 
ration ?’ 

* Yes, that’s what I think; and, of course, in 
any artistically worked story, female interest is 
indispensable, unless the story is so«s1ight as to 
be a mere anecdote.’ 

‘I'hen it follows, I suppose, that in order to 
treat poetically a story whose heroine is such 
a wouiuu as Potiphar's wife, it is necessary to 
idealize her. You will find, when you|:oihe to read 
the poeuy that Wells certainly has not done that/ 
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' My contention % said 1, * is that even as a nucleus 
of a character to be dramatically developed, im¬ 
proved, and whitewashed, she is quite ineligible. 
A heroiue^s breath may be as poisonous as that of 
your favourite damsel, Rappaccini’s daughter, and 
yet she may be romantically treated ; mit in the 
flower-garden of poesy the breath of Potiphar’a 
wife would be no better than the perfume of a bad 
• Cabbage.* 

‘But*, said Rossetti, laughing, ‘ it is wonderful 
how a bad cabbage can be improved by washing 
and fumigating. Nero, the fiddler, you know, has 
been washed and fumigated by the new breed 
of historians to a sort of Komau Isralccl, one of 
the first musiciatus in heaven. Henry the Eighth 
lias been washed and fumigated to the most 
uxorious of husbands and the best, only a leetie 
' too much married.’ 

'* .* No doubt,’ I said, ‘ but although a lecherous 
man may be whitewashed and fumigated, it is 
not so with a lecherous woman. To do anything 
•With Potiphar’s wife, Wells must have washed 
and improved her ofC the face of the earth alto¬ 
gether, and replaced her by another woman.’ 

. / Well, as 1 say. Wells has done iiutldng of that 
sort. He has certainly left the bad cabbage un¬ 
washed and unfomigated. But you must go to the 
British Museum and read it for yourself. You 
cannot see it elsewhere.’ • 

Talking while he painted, as was hL« wont 
when his mind was not too much absorbed in his 
work to admit of conversation, he soon left the 
subject oPWiflls and his poem, and touched upon 
a matter which was at that moment nearer to us 
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V 

both; and Joseph and his Brethren was wiped out 
of my mind. 

II 

* After I left Eelmscott, I very soon went to the 
British Museum and read the poem. The imagina¬ 
tive power and penetrative intellect displayed on 
every page were quite astonishing, 1 thought. The 
poet, with entire hdelity, had followed the Biblical 
story and had undoubtedly caught, with amazing 
skill, Shakespeare’s way of writing blank verse in 
one of his earlier stages. Nor less remarkable was 
his manner of catching Shakespeare’s moat happy 
knack of blending metaphor and music so per¬ 
fectly that each seems born of the other. This, 
however, did not so greatly surprise me, for 
I had before observed that Shakespeare’s meta¬ 
phorical st^dc—though for the most part aa 
inimitable by poets of a high rank as a nightin¬ 
gale’s note is inimitable by a skylark, or a 'sky¬ 
lark’s note by a nightingale—can nevertheless be 
soraetinics caught by poets whose rank la not 
high. Alexander Smith’s case is a notable one 
in point. With a very brilliant fancy, but with 
less dramatic power, perhaps, than any consider¬ 
able poet of his day'. Smith could spin ofi blank 
verse sentences like this :— 

My droopiag sails 

Flap idly 'gainst the mast of m3rintoii:^ 

1 rot upon the waters, when my prow 
Should grate the g^dfibn isles. 

To have been able to turn out a sentence so 
very like one of Shakespeare’s own as that, a great 
poet like Coleridge would almost hAlve'giyeii one 
of his oars; yet hdW unimaginative is Smith 
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wbjen ooB^aiad not only nitli the writer of Eu&la 
Kkan and Christabel^ but with the poet of Joseph 
and his Brethren. It is true, no doubt, that a great 
poet like Tennyson will sometimes bo able to do 
itj as in ' 

Authority forgets a d2^g king. 

But this is on rare occasdons. Browniag could 
also do it, as in the famous allusion to the pearl- 
diver in Paracelsust but this also is only once 
in a way. Neither of these really great writers 
could get so near to Shakespeare as Alexander 
Smith, or Wells—a curious fact to be noted in 
the criticism of English poetry. 

In true dramatic power, too, Wells deserved 
a great deal if not all the high praise given to his 
work by Rossetti,—so, at least, it seemed to me. 

'Although Wells allows himself, among other 
liceuces, that of putting into the mouths of certain 
characters whatmever ho wills—Wordsworthean 
reflections, descriptions, and what not—it must be 
remembered that he did not set out to write 
a play, but merely to give his own imaginings of 
the story of Joseph in a loose kind of dramatic 
poem. Moreover, it is only into the mouths of the 
minor characters that he puts undramatic speeches. 
When he comes to the great actors in his drama he 
shows what in my article in the Encydopa^ia 
BfiUsnnica en Poetry 1 have said is the characteristk 
of the dramatist of the second class, the power of 
puttii^ lumself in another’s place. But in one pas¬ 
sage in the poem, he goes far beyond this: he hits the 
mark as inevitably as logic. This is in that speech of 
Potiphax’S wAfe after Joseph has rushed out of the 
door to escape her lecherous wiles, which ^r. Swin- 
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btirne’s criticism has made famous. The Bible 
.does not tell us what the temptress said as she 
sank back in ber rage; but we feel that what she 
did say is exactly what Wells puts into her mouth. 

Phbaxanor. I hsTe a mwd 

You shall at once walk with those honest limbs 
Into your grav^e. 

She could not possibly have said anything else. 
But Wells does not reach this ‘ absolute vision ’ 
more than unee. Another thing to ]je observed 
in the (K)em was the influence of Keats, seen in 
such boyish whimsies as that of attenuating 
and weakening a line by scanning the termination 
" tioii ’ as a disyllabic iii order to be like the old 
poets, and also in a Kcatscan exuberance of colour 
and gorgeousness of description. 

Ill 

It must be remembered that Joseph and his 
Brethren dees not pretend to be a play. It is the 
precursor of those ‘ dramatic poems * such as 
Festus, Bahlert The Roman, A Life Drama, &c., 
which were once the fashion, and will again become 
so. Drama having entirely lost its flexibility, the 
dramatic poem must and will take its place in 
literature, unless the cant fahle —a mixture of 
prose and verse—is adopted. Altogether the book 
fascinated me, not merely on acoount of the 
dramatic and poetic qualities that Rossetti had 
cxtcjlled, but ou account of other qualities of an 
cxtrr*mely dilicrent kind—qualities which would 
scarcely have appealed to Rossetti. ^ ** 

This is^ what 1 mean : the great peculiarity- 
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perliaps 1 may say the great weakness df modern 
poetry is a.certain Ui^sensitiveiiess to atmosphere. 
This shows itself the moment that the.poet tries 
to make the reader breathe the open air, .whether 
on land or sea. It Cannot be . done by means of 
realistic details. Some one said of David Cox that 
he ‘ could make you see the air \ 1 suppose that 
what the paradox meant was that this delightful 
painter could (either consciously or unconsciously) 
make you feel the air. It is almost as though the 
painter had endowed you for the moment with 
a sixth sense. In poetry, Coleridge alone, in 
The Ancient Mariner, Ckrisiahdf and Kuhla Khan^ 
can achieve this. I wish I could explain what 
I mean, but explanations o£ sensations arc difiTicult, 
almost impossible. 1 wonder whether there is 
anything very whimsical in what I am going to 
suggest. If there is, the frank and genial reader 
will condone it. 

Naturalists tell us that the evolution of the 
organic and conscious world is recorded by the in* 
creasing and ever increasing demarcation of the 
senses, as species ascend up to n)an. In other 
words, instead of the organism reflecting the undu¬ 
lations of the universe, in a mingling of light, colour, 
perfume, and sound, each of the five senses of man, 
as in lower forms, works in an independent and ego* 
tistical manner. None of the high-grade animals 
has lost BO otttircly as man has the primitive faculty 
of rejecting the outer w'orJd in one mingled sensa¬ 
tion. The lower animals often exhibit what is 
called a * sixth sense ’—exhibit it in W'hat to us 
.seems a magical way. In man, perhaps, something 
of this pAmilive power of receiving impressions 
from aU «he senses at once is seen at times in the 
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unoivilixed races. In, the j^try of the New 
Zealanders, for instance, and m that of the North 
American Indians the singer seems to envelop 
the hearer in the atmosphere of the picture without 
the aid of visual details. Whether or not excessive 
civilization demarcates the five senses so sharply 
as to enfeeble and wither the power of receiving 
blended external impresaons through all the senses 
at once, this seems to be certain, that a sense of 
the open air cannot be rendered by the cumulative 
details that poets give us. Whenever it is achieved 
it seems to be done by an indefinable power 
possessed by the rarest singers in the civilized 
world of reproducing the dreamy feeling that all 
the senses have become blended into one by the 
magnetic touch of Nature’s own breath and hand. 

In some degree Weils seems to me to show this 
rare faculty. This is especially seen in the two pro¬ 
logues : the scenery, the sweet pastoral life of the 
patriarch and liis family in Canaan, and the picture 
of old Egypt as she will always live in our day¬ 
dreams, the Egypt of the Pharaohs; Memphis and 
the banks of the sacred Nile, are brought l^fore ua 
not by description but by suggestion, and the 
atmosphere seems to surround us and be one 
with us. In a word, I discovered id the poem, 
as 1 thought, the note of that peciuliar tempera¬ 
ment which 1 described in the Athenaeum, a quarter 
of a century ago, in an article on * The Children 
of the Open Air ’; and 1 have enlarged upon the 
subject on several occasions since, when writing 
of George Borrow and of Thoteau, the latter iu 
‘the World’s Classics'. 

It must not be supposed that Wells did this 
consciously. Cockney born was he, and never 
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dreaixit of playws tlio Man of the Woods* like 
Thoreau* or the "nobla savage’* naked but not 
ashamed, like Walt Whitman; but on every page 
hts poem shoivs that if ever there was a man of« 
this temperament it was the writer of Joseph^and 
his Brethren. 1 discovered also that he was of 
the true breed of the vagabond-poets—a race in 
whom 1 have always taken a special interest. 
Need the vagabond-poet be defined ? lie is 
a man who, as 1 have on a previous occasion 
said, though he may think it fine (as it undoubtedly 
is) to write poems, never, ev'en at the moment 
when he dips his pen into the inkpot, forgets 
that there is sometliing finer still—that is, to 
drink deeply and manfully, while he may, of 
Nature’s wine-fountain of poetry and life. Though 
lie delights to embod}' in beautiful shapes the 
lovely dreams whicdi sometimes vex and some¬ 
times bless his sou), the impulse within him of 
the fine egotism of art is not strong enough to 
impel him to do so, except under tlie most in¬ 
viting conditions. He is the opposite of those 
poets of the over-busy pen who must keep on 
working while life’s pageantry goes slipping un¬ 
heeded by—those who must keep producing their 
pearls—who cannot help producing them, even 
though they know too well tliut all that Philistia 
is pining for is not poetry at all, but just its usual 
feed of awill*and grains. In other words, to the 
vagabond-poet the impulse to produce, though 
strong, is not nearly so overmastering as is tha 
call ot Nature’s voice. Unless greatly encouraged 
tlusefb he' says to his brother writer, ‘ Why 
should yo4 o/ I give our fleeting lives away to 
any and all who can hire or buy a .book ? ’ 

. jiia * "c • 
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Except on rare occenonsa tiierefore, lie ahzmks 
from the painful joy of embodying in concrete 
form what, alter all, nevef eon be sath^actorily 
embodied in any artistio mediiim-^not by tlie 
cunningest pen or pendl-^the picture of beauty 
which Nature paints lor those who know her and 
love her, and are known and loved by her. . 

If I had room I should like to give a few out 
of many instances showing this temperament 
which the book affords. Mr. Kickett, the author 
of a delightful book called The V€igfihond in 
Literature, says that I have always had a weak¬ 
ness for the vagabond'poet. And 1 will not deny 
it. 1 could easily show that Wells's npte is 
almost always the note of health—the note of 

■f 

a sweet acceptance and melodious utterance of the 
beauty of the world as it is. As old as poetry 
itself is this most prccitius note—the note of health. 
Does it not inform and inspire every line of the 
Iliad and the Odyssey ? Whether those price¬ 
less poems were given to bless mankind by one 
bard, or a dozen, it is this same note of health 
that makes the Homeric poems a joy for ever :— 
in our youth a joy; in our manhood a joy, an 
ever-growing joy; but never so great a joy as 
afterwards, when the autumn of life sets in, when 
the years come on more and more quickly, and the 
mind begins to realize more and more fully the 
beauty of the beautiful world, the romance and 
the wonderfulness of man's story, and all' the 
‘ sweetness of the waters of life '—when the read-, 
ing and re-reading of these beloved pictures of 
the high temper of man in the heroic youth of 
the world—man confronting and dariug the 
' arrows, of Fate and Chance'—sheds sunshine 
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world caiT do» iinleiis it be a rida across familiar 
heaths and fi^ds oa a stunmer morning when th^ 
dews are shaking from the leaves, and the' sun¬ 
shine seems new, and yet, in some delightful way, 
the Very same sunshine of long ago. In our own 
land, the earliest and best specimen of this note 
is, of course, to be found in that famous thirteenth- 
century which can never appear in print too 
often. Though he who wrote it—or rather who 
sang this song—may not have been a pout- 
vagabond, the soul of a veritable child of the 
open air was in him. 

Burner is i ciiint'.n in, 

Uiudo sing cuoeu: 

Growetb seclo and blowctli inedo 
And spriuget-h the wud« nu 
Sing cuccu, i'liccu. 

Chaucer, too, though circumstances prevented 
him from being a poet-vagabond, gave voice to the 
same note of health. Among the artistic poets 
of England, indeed, he stands foremost as the 
poet of health. Not of those poets is he who are 
so dazzled by gazing above the earth and beyond 
it that the flowers and grass and trees, and even 
the men and women, seem common and super¬ 
fluous. No, he is of those other singers, those 
andvhonestly terrene bards organized to 
see with "a loving clarity and a rare ecstasy the 
riches of the world at hand. And of these terrene 
poets Chaucer reigns the king. 

This note of health—^aa I perceived before 1 had 
read half a dcAen pages of Jtfstph and his Btdkren 
—was the not^of Charles Wells. Therefore I 


into the heart and sets the blobd VtingHng as 
no other poetry "can aa nothing dse in the 



zxziv BOSSETTI AND (MABLES WELI£ 

« 

expected to .find, and did find when 1 afterwards 
got the story of his life from Rossetti, that if ever 
there was a vagabond-poet it is he. As delight¬ 
fully fresh, confiding, and loving, as though he 
had been the brother of the prince of lyrists 
who gave us 

Sumer is i-ctinien in, 

was the outlook of this London-imprisoned man 
upon life and nature. For him it was enough to 
know that the ‘ blue sky bends over all The 
keynote of the poem is in Joseph’s answer to the 
threats of Putiphar’s wife-: 

Ood is in Heaven, madam ! with your leave. 

In truth, among the nineteenth-century writers, 
he seems to be Jicalthier than Waiter Scott himself, 
if that be possible. 


IV 

After 1 had finislied reading the poem, and 
while 1 sat meditating upon it in a mood of 
real enjoyment, it clianced that a man of extra¬ 
ordinary parts, very famous then, but now entirely 
forgotten, passed me os 1 was leaving the Reading 
Room. 

We went out and took a chop together in a snug 
little place which we both knew, Kear to the 
Museum. 

* What were you doing when I came upon you 
in your Museum doze ? * be asked. 

I told him, and as he seemed interested in what 
I said, I gave him a full account of^Wells’s poem 
and its subject, quoting here and there some of 
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the finest lines* lor many of them clung to my 
memoij, as they have done ever since. I told 
him of Rossetti^s exalted opinion of the poem. 
1 told him also what vre had. both said about 
impossibility of idealising Fotiphar’a wife. 

‘ Then you arc wrong,* said he. ‘The Persian 
poets have already accomplished the feat, I 
assure yon.’ 

* Do tell me about it,’ I said. 

* Well, they realized that the more animal 
appetite of Potijihar’e wife was unworkable in 
a poem, so they followed an Oriental tradition 
and made the woiuau’s iiiiatuation the result of 


fatality.* 

‘ The fatality of lust i * 

* No, the fatality of magnetic allraction. They 
, show her as a beautiful, pure-minded girl, before 
her marriage to Potiphar, haunted by a vision 
of a man supernaturally introduced to her in her 
sleep, a dream^youth of ideal beauty, of whom 
Joseph—to be ^torwards encountered by her— 
is the realization.’ 


* Then they have found a way of making a 
heroine do the business of the temptress in the 
play, who is not a mere disgusting fi.»ii to the 
perfect moral beauty of the hero, but who is 
suiHciently interesting'to become the heroine ? * 

* Just so.* 


' Yotxr Persian poets, then, have foiiiid a beauti¬ 
ful poetic excuse for her sin—for sin she must, of 
couTw—an excuse such a.s a jury of seraphim 
might rnd must accept ? * 

^ Just so.* I 

He told me the whole story of the Persian poets, 
following as far as they could the Koran. * Step by 
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step they have moved/ said lie, ‘ till at length, 
from the somewhat shadowy and uncertain 
heroine of Ferdusi’s poem, we get, through subse¬ 
quent poets, to the glorious parable poem of 
Jarnf, in which the coarse Potiphar’s wife of the 
Bible and of the Koran becomes the tender girl 
Zulaikha. Will that sulisfy you ? ’ 

‘ Perfectly/ I said. 

As wo parted at the door of the rpstaurant, he 
said, ‘ What do you think of this version uf Wells’s 
subject ? ’ 

‘It must be’, I said, ‘the finest love-storv in 
the world mingled with another story which 
before lacked nothoig but just such a minglinsr. 
1 shall certainly tell Hossetti this. He is greatly 
in quest of a new subject just now. A Persian 
subject ought to interest him. I’ll .see if I can't 
persuade liiiii to write another Jotteph and hia 
Brethren, on dift'enmt lines from Wells. It will 
top all the pocuns of this ccntur3\’ 

‘ Do,’ said he. 


V 

It was with my mind full of these two v .ions 
of Joseph and his Brethren, one with the id< izi d 
Potiphar’s wuf#', and the ntber with tlie J^ame Imly 
unidcalizcd, that I took the train late oi^e 1* 
summer afternoon to Lechlade, and then sti 
to the old seven-gabled house on the river. 

Not wanting to get there until after Rossetti’s 
late dinner was over, I dawdled along the hedge¬ 
rows. By the time I reached Kelmscott the moon 
was shining. I stood among the treq^, and looking 
up at the window of the room where Rossetti used 
to read and write, 1 saw a shadowron the window- 
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blind, the outline of ifrhich was unraistakable. 
Rossetti was as easily recognised by a glimpse of 
his back as by a glimpse of his fac^ owing to bis 
broad square shoulders being surmouated by 
a soraewliat long neck round which a fringe of 
little r>ails clustered. lie was sitting at his table 
looking at a rnannscript. 

‘He is evidently at woiV ’ 1 said, ‘losing 
a diviio cvcTiinu like this.' 

Nan rally this picture set iny tlioiight^ actively 
Wiirking upon the subject of the vairaboiul-poet 
who was assixialcd in my mind with anything 
Tiifhnr .than work. 

When I reached flic ‘ Tajicstry-rooir ' in which 

• H':is writing, 1 [>crsuailril him lo leave it and 
■ hike a stroll wirli me in the n]»’:uh)ws in the 

iioonlight, which was rapidly urowinp brighter 
I J briglitor. 1 didn't say to him, ‘ Ife for unco 
■n npioi-air poct yourself.’ Hut f wa.s tlfTnkingit. 

. hali nut soor forget that sfroll. ^rhe talk 
‘ •!! .dumt Wells's poem. I made some notes 

4 "ft 

w ■ ' • 

‘■V years and more have passf'd since 
.'1 '^arved this ta«K in articles upon Wells. ' 
♦ '' set down IS the di.-^jnintecl con versa* 

• .nil i. on ft nnr stixdl through the meadows. 

\ '.l ink brings what 1 have often described 

lv.u.ssctt,i ’'5 -ncisp (> converMifion which always 
■; the pleusurabir -'urnrise of wit*. Rossetti’s 
waa like rhat of uo other man of my time, 
j’ uiivy bo desenVi'd a« fancy in rapid evolution. 
Wi»(‘ii he talked slowdy j^ou saw that it was fancy : 
wdien he talked rapidly, you reexignized it as wit. 
The conversatipn mainly took place as we sat in 
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the moonlight by the weir so charmingly described 

by Br. Hake in The New Day, 

% 

Doim where the weir the bnrstiiig cuireat sterns-*^ 
There sat till evening grew to balmy night. 

Veiling the weir whoso roar recalled the strand 
Where we had listened to the wave-lipped sea, 
That seemed to utter plaudits while we pkuined 
Triumphal labours of the day to be. 

After 1 had told him hoAV fully I endorsed all 
his y^rnisc of Wells’s dramatic power, 1 turned at 
once to the subject that interested me still more— 
that of iny iLuving found in Wells auother those 
vagabond-poets in whom he knew I took a si^eeial 
interest. 

* 1 have never mot Wells, nnicli as I wanted 
to do so,’ sai<l he. ‘ He is living on the Continent, 
and rarely if evor comes to KnglanrJ. When in 
1849 1 made a trip with Hunt to France and 
Belgium, 1 had an idea of going to Brittany ex- 

F ressly ro see him. But that never came off. 

happen to know that personally he is what you 
call a vagabond-poet to the very core.* 

1 then WLMit on to tell him of my meeting with 
my friend at the Museum, and his talk at the chop- 
house about the idealized version of the story of 
Joseph and his Brethren—Jami’s poem, Yusuf 
ami Zulaikka. 

* Tell me all about it,’ said he, ' 1 am intensely 
fond of Oriental stories, and 1 often W'ondei why 
B— takes so little interest in the mythologies 
of the East. To me they are quite as fascinating 
as the stories of the Greek mythology, though, of 
course, not so bea\itifuL That won^^l creature 
FitzGerald translated one of the j^ems of Jdmf, 
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* 

his tnasteipiece, 1 believe/ SaidmiH and Ahstit. 
Garnett was talking to me about it the last time 
I saw him* 

* It caii*t be finer than the atocy that I was told 
in the chop-house. Xt has almost persuaded 
to take up Persian.* 

‘ Tell me the story.* 

‘ This is it,* I said. " While the early part o£ 
Joseph*s adventures were going on in Canaan, 
wonderful dreams were being dreamed by a lady 
in Mauritania. A.s Zulaikha, daughter of King 
Taimius, lay a-drcaniing at break of day—when 
the jaBmine and violet were just opening their eyes 
to the dawn - there cairie the vision to her of a 
glorious youth, with a dazzling star upon his 
shoulder, whose beauty took her captive. She 
woke and found it all a dream ; she subsided into 
melancholy, and pined.* 

' Like Hadowa in tlm Aralnan Sights* said 
Rossetti, who exceedingly familiar with Lane’s 
translation, and in spite of their mannerism ad^ 
mired Harvey’s illustrations. 

‘ The dream was repeated three times,’ I con¬ 
tinued, ‘ and when at length tlie vision named 
“Egypt** as the country of his abode, "Egypt** 
became to her the world. And when an embassy 
arrived from a foreign land soliciting her hand, 
and she learnt that this foreign country was 
Egypt, and that her suitor was none other than 
Pharaoh’s ^and vizier Fotiphar, her heart danced 
with Joy. For this is how she reasoned. “ Poti^ 
phar awells-in Egypt; the beautiful dream-youth 
dwells in Egwt, ergo Podphar and he must be 
one’*.’ 

. * The logic irresistible and feminine/ said 
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Boasetti. * I feel aure she accepted FotipHar at 
a venture * ■ ' 

* She did| and hunied away with her retinue to 
^ Memphis to meet her suitor. When she aniyed, 
^ on the banks of the Nile, hearing the bray of the 
music, and the acclamations of the people, as 
Potiphar approached nearer and nearer to meet 
her, her heart beat more and more violently every 
moment. Its thump, thump, kept ^me to the 
tramp, tramp of his horse^s feet.’ 

‘ Don’t be too dramatic,’ said he, * or I shall 
think you are inventing all this as you proceed. 
There is not room in London for two Howells.’ 

‘All, I’ve hoard of Howell. The finestrocon^f 
in London, is ho not ? ’ 

‘ That has been the ruin of him. The finest 
raconteur has often to be the finest liar to keep 
up his credit. But pray go on.* 

‘ Well, the Prinocss’s longing to peep through 
the curtains of her gorgeous litter became irre¬ 
sistible. Site cut a slit in the curtain and peeped, 
and lo! instead of the dazzling youth of her 
dream, ihort* .^imilcd upon her a bland and Oriental 
fogey, gorgeously apparelled as to dress, but^ 
alas ! plain as to features.’ 

‘ A Western woman vrould have accepted the 
fogey for his rank or his money, and made no 
more ado about it,’ said Rossetti. 

‘ Not so the Oriental,* I said; ‘ to her— 

The rank is but the guinea stamp, . ^ 

The man ’s the gowd for a* that. 

‘ As she sat there, pining for the youth of her 
dreams, the splendours of the vizier's palace wem 
as dust and ashes to poor Zulaikl^’ 
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IjE yon are not inveatuig this story, i am imre 
you are toudiing it Up.* 

* Not in tlie {east; It is esaclJy tlie story that 
I was told. But a ^ surprise was awaiting. 
her. There was a certain beautiful slave'attend’ 
ing Potiphar—^Joseph by name—a Canaanite, 
whom she soon perceived all the ladies of the 
Court loved.’ 

* And loved, I assume,’ said Hoasetti, * in the 
Tommy Moorish way, with an intensity unknown 
to mere Western amateurs in the art of love, 

{ peculiar to ladies whose blest business it is to 
ove all round and do nothing else.’ 

‘Potiphar’s wife saw Joseph and knew him at 
once for the youth of her dreams with the star 
upon hia shoulder. But discretion was the better 
part of love.’ 

* Especially in the East,’ said Hossetti, with his 
rich unctuous laugh, ‘where the bowstrings of 
the love-god arc so often used for uncomfortable 
purposes.’ 

^Tho lady learnt that Joseph was for sale. 
Naturally she bought him,’ I said. 

" Naturally,' said Bossetti, with another chuckle. 

* In such a crisis what lady would not bid as boldly 
as Agnew at Christie’s ? ’ 

‘She bou^t him—bought him over the head 
of th'^ great JPrincesa Nasigha, of tbo race of Aad, 
whose n^e equalled that of the other Court' 
ladies, all. of whom were would-bc buyers. Joseph 
resp^ded to his mistress’s love.’ 

‘ That redeems him from the charge of ill-breed¬ 
ing which S—^ brings against the “ Scripture ” 
Jos^b/ said Rossetti. 

^ *; But just as J^^ph was on the point of yielding, 
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the angel Gabriel appeared to him in the likerieBS 
of Jacob, his lather, and warned him to ^ from 
his perilous position, which he did. He "mtt 
seized, however, on the false charge, as in the 
Bible story, and cast into prison. Throughout 
the story “ Potiphar’s wife ”, though working so 
much mischief, was a heroine still, and her re^ 
inorseful thoughts followed liiin in his prison cell. 
From this point the Bible narrative is taken up» 
except that in tlie end Potiphar plays the part of 
the obliging husband in th(* modern novel and 
drama, and dies in order that his widow may many 
her lover.’ 

‘ Certainly if lliere is a way of idealizing Poti- 
pliar's wife these Persian poets scciii to have 
managed it/ said llossetti. ' Hut, somehow the 
lovc'jjaj't is a little loo novelosqiie and Tommy 
Moorish. It seeniH to mar the priroltive sim¬ 
plicity of the Bible story. I wonder whether 
Topsy rould do anything with it ? I am afraid 
it would be too much for me/ 

In regard to the essential point of telepatliic 
attraction, Morris did in fact join very dose to the 
Persian story when he produced the exquisite 
episode of the Princess in TAe GliUering Plain sick 
of love for llallblitUe whom she had never seen. 


VI 

Rossetti then told me all he knew about Wells*s 
remarkable personality. Wells, he said, was 
born in London in 1800, three y^tjais before the 
birth of that prince of vagabonds, * Lavengro.’ 
His parents were comparatively i^:^li-to-do. * Ibey 
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must*, md Bosseiti, ^Jiave b^en ol superior intelli- 
geuce, for Imd the .Shaodean foresight to 
ohristen him Charles Jeremiah. If he should turn 
out to be of the common, (meerfol, but thick^ 
blooded British type he could adopt the first name; 
if he should turn out to be a man requiring a name 
that sticks ”—a poet, or painter, or a pilbmaker— 
he could adopt the second. A poet of the name of 
Jeremiah would have attracted attention under 
any circumstances, whether “ vagabond poet or 
“ respectable ** poet. But Wells, w'ith a perversity 
common to human nature, though he did eventually 

f rove to be a poet, detested the nemo wliich 
'ortunc, in the shape of ancestral prescience, had 
provided for liini in that event. Nothing chafed 
him so much as .lererniah ”, and hu alwav's 
subscribed liimself “Charles J. Wells” in the 
land belief that “ J.” would seem to stand for 
"‘John”;' 

From the llrst it was decided that Wells should 
be educated for one of the professions, lie was 
sent to • a school at Ediuoiiti)n, ‘ When*,’ said 
Rossetti, ‘ he became the schoolfellow of Tom 
Keats, the younger brother of a certain poet whom 
Blackwood's Magazine immortalized us “(luJlipot 
Keats ” ; and this fact, as it turned out, inlliicuiced 
Wells's career pretty considerably, for he became 
acemamted with the “ Gallipot poet ”, and also 
with Certain notable members of Keats’s set, 
sinoag them with B. H. Horne, the author of 
Grioa, ^ho vta| his schoolfellow.’ 

I myself knew Home after this. There were, 
he told me, cert^n romantic incidents wherein he 



xliv bosseth and crarijss wbub .. 

If J 1 

and Wells vete actoza wluch foimisd the subject of 
one of Hornets most charming poems. 

It VOS when Keats was servittg his apprentieer 
ship to Hammond, the surgeon, that WeUs became 
intimate with him. Everybody will remember 
Keats’s sonnet to ‘ A Friend who sent me some 
Roses That friend was Wells. 

A mention of him occurs in at least one of 
Keats’s collected letters, but merely of a casual 
and rather unfriendly kind. 

Keats at this time was often seen by Wells and 
Jdorue in the street (while Siir"iH>n Hammond was 
feeling pulses in the houses), sitting in the doctor’s 
gig (to use Horne's words to me), ‘ hia head bent 
low over the dashboard,’ apparently asleep but 
really dreaming those daydreams of bis which 
have since bccuiue so dear to us—* clasping 
Diana’s waist in some mossy grotto of Latmos % 
or ‘ eating wild honey beneath shadowing cedars, 
on some slope of Lebanon For no creature 
was over so steeped in beauty as was this doctor’s 
apprentice. ^ , 

That Keats should take to a lad like Wells was 
perhaps inevitable. Keats’s animal spirits were 
of the exuberant kind, and those who knew Wells 
m his youth describe him, with his sparkling bine 
eyes, red curls, and bluff, rather blowsy complexion, 
as a bright, quick, must piquant lad, overflowing 
with wit and humour. Wageinan’s miniatUie of 
him as a young man, painted shortly after the 
appearance of his poem, exactly expresses his- 
character. He did not look poetic, it is ; 
bis stumpy flgure and bis snub i^ose pxaVented 
that, but his spirits were unbounded. His enjoy-, 
ment of life, in a word, was of that ebullient and 
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« 

Imprmblfi kiod vhioli Katuie’l>eidiQW utoh 
beT? cboioest favoimies—^tba vagabonds, '^hetibar- 
poets or not. li bis love of schdastio studies was 
not of the' strongest—^if his syntax in even his^ 
mother tongue was uncertain^ and his orthography"" 
queer (as his letters to me in his latest years 
testify only too plainly)—^it was because his mind 
was so active that he had time only for the passiona 
and emotions of which language and orthography 
are, at best, but the accidental and arbitrary 
symbols. 

At school, life had no ills for our vagabond-poet,^^ 
for while other boys were fretting and fuming over 
their books, he—as Horne frequently told me— 
was thinking of fishing and boating, and roaming 
over heath and meadow, and enjoying himself 
with companions of his own kind. The imposition ^ 
of 'penal tasks and the threat of the cane were 
greeted with that merry laugh with w'hich through¬ 
out his entire long life he met every ill that fate 
or chance could odor. Now% if there is no tem¬ 
perament so blest as that of the vagabond, there 
IS certainly none so damaging to the one art of all 
Western civilizations—the art of ‘ gel.ting on . 
He made a butt of Fortune, and faileil in life; but 
he never repined, knowing that, while the .vaga¬ 
bond is enjoying himself in the woods and lields, 
it irf the diul dog that gets on. 

Alter leaving school, Wells was for a long time' 
aepiuuttod from his friend Horne, who was im 
Mexk^. Bxixing this time, however, he saw 
a gqra .deal of Razliit and Haztitt’a friends. 
But of Keats, It this time, he saw but little. 

Tbjs e^txaiigement arose from a propensity for 
practical joking Arhich had fonnerly amused the 
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poet, as much as it amnsed hia ftiends. To boys 
of WellsV temperament hoaxing seems tq Itave 
been considcr'ed fim in those antrailuyiaiL times. 

With regard to one of Wells’s hoaxes the ^ctim. 
was Keats^s brother Tom, and, unfortunately, the 
brother was at the time in an incipient consump¬ 
tion, and the poet believed—erroneously or not— 
that the hoax aggravated the malady. Anyhow, it 
lost Wells the friendship of Keats and of most* of 
his set. It is necessary to glance at this, for it is 
a striking illustration of Wells’s instinct for * not 
getting on ’ wbich I have before remarked upon. 
However, he was thereby spared the pain of 
witnessing one of the saddest passages in the 
pathetic history of English poetry. Although 
Keats's constitution was of that sensitive kind 
which in youth is liable to succumb to the assaults 
of phthisis, all he needed for a few years was, 
as a meiJical man told Horne, * a little peace of 
mind.’ It has long been known that there is 
no such thing as hereditary consumption, though 
hereditary lung weakness, at a certain period of life, 
will lead to consumption unless the conditions of 
life are very genial. Unluckily, however, the 
attacks on tin* ' gallipot poet * were so constant 
and so spicy that, as Haydon says in his diary, ^on 
Keats tlu^ clTect was melancholy. He became 
morbid and silent, would cull and sit for hours, 
whilst 1 was painting, 'without speaking a wordb* 
The milder attacks in the QuorterZy. he'did not 
much heed. 

At tills time, indeed, he was^^ aodqrding to 
Haydon, actually speculating as to whether he 
was not bound in honour to ' call out ’ one at least 
of the party. Better, perhaps, he had done bo, 
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lor aa tlie iimovus tittle K- H. Home said to me 
.with £rothmg moetlk, / he' was m bold as a 
■youj^g tioa and veiy pugaacioiis; and the botiies 
of **^aga” were, like the race of butties, of 
<^6 white-llveTed kind.’ Keats did not do so, - 
.however.. 

The colour of those lovely daydreams of the 
po^ changed. And as to that honey of Lebanon 
and all the * spic^ dainties \ they had grown 
bitter as Lokman’s gourd ; but without Lokman’s 
consolation. Latmos changed to Patinos—a penal 
isle washed by midnight seas—where, though lliana 
was to the very last the lady of the dreams, it was 
Diana striding the pale horse with Death. 

Being ‘ cut by Keats Wells determined to let 
him and the entire group know that" he too could 
xuhke a mark in literature ’ : such was ilic theory 
of his brother-in-law Smith Williams, famous in 
connexion with Jane Eyre, whom 1 have before 
had QGcasioiL to mentiou in. my essay in the 
‘ World’s Gassics * on The Professor. I had many 
conversations with him about Wells; among 
other things he told me that wliile Keats was at 
Home (dying, as it turned out), Wells, without 
knowing oi Keats’s sad plight, and in the 
purest, apirit of jocose rivalry, set to work to 
proddee Stories after Nature. \ 

' And the year following Keats’s death at Koine 
(that is to say, in 1822) this book was published 
tinPoqgbT. and J. Allman, of Frinr'e’.i Street, Han- " 
over Square.' ^ough written on the mo^l of 
Boccaccio, these stories are uruq[iia in every way 
in thew defects as in their merits. 
Thmr cldef and most noticeable feature is that 

• ■ M S ■ *d • . 
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of a &.9cinatmg remotenesa not to be fonnd, 

I fancy, csLsewbere^ eave in metncal comjiosition. 
He himself, both when he produced them and 
in after years, valued them far less highly than 
he valued the triumph of a successfu! day’s fishing' 
or boating. There is a copy of it bound up with 
a story of Mrs. Gore’s in the British Museum, and 
another copy in the Bodleian Library. A third is 
in the library of Mr. Buxton Forman. 

Let me say here, parenthetically, that after the. 
reprint of Joseph and his Brethren in 187(5,1 wrote 
to Wells asking him to c.onscnt to a like repro¬ 
duction of Sinrics after Nature, but he refused. 
A curious thing in connexion with these stories vras 
that years after the original publication in volume 
form, several of them were printed in the Illumi¬ 
nated Magazine, then edited by W. J. Linton and 
illustrated by I^ickersgill the Younger. Perhaps 
Linton felt himself to be justified in reprinting 
them as new stories, bec:ause stories so stillborn as 
Wells’s were may be called new whenever they come 
to be reproduced. However, the beautiful story 
of Claribel, which appeared among them in the 
Illuminated Magazine, w'as literally new. Linton 
dramatized it in 1805, and diidicated to Wells 
the lovely little volume in which it appeared. 

Suddenly Wells determined to uiske another 
effort, and in another line—which proved to be 
the right line, inasmuch as it was a dramatic 
poem, Joseph and his Brethren ; the wrong li&e» 
as w'e have seen, in regard to the subject. This 
book he got Whittakers to publil^, at theiT own 
expense. When 1 expressed to Horne my amase- 
znent that even a publisher may^nd his conqueror, 
he attributed it to Wells’s extromdinary permsive 



BOSSETZI AKD GSABLES WELLS xliz 

powm ' a&d limaW1>}e. obsnn ^ ^ oianil^. In 
eonvena^n* he told ine« W^ lo^d * th0 raftduttt 
wit and ihe riclieBt. faney of atiy man in: London* 
Hie talk waa Bunply wonderfid. Ho had only to. 
see a man to make him do anything *. 

Once having duished the poem, however, he 
seems to have been as indifferent about its pros* 
pects as he had been about the fate of Stories after 
Nature., In a letter before me, written by him to 
a friend while the poem was in the press, he says 
that he had actually forgotten the pseudonym 
under which it "was to apjioar. ‘ I was at Whitta¬ 
ker’s on Monda}' for my MS. I asked to see G. W. 
He sent down for my name. Lo ! ami behold, 

I had forgot it, and could not, for the life of Yne, 
pick it up.’ A friend saw the book through the 
press, the author rnfusing to undertake that 
labour, on the principle, 1 suppose, that if the 
queen bee condescends to lay eggs, it is not, there¬ 
fore, a part of her duty to take care of them also. 

In 1824 Wells was figuring on the roll of attorneys 
at about the same tune that Georee Borrow had 
left the law to devote himself entirely to vaga¬ 
bondage in the open air. The practice of the 
law, it seems, only suits certain constitutions. 
Though sturdy enough. "Wells found it injurious 
to his health, and retired to South Wales to shoot 
and fish. Afterwards he resided for a time at 
Broxbourney in Hertfonishire, where again he 
;.^oto 3 id fished, mixing this, the business of his 
life, .with verse-making. He and Smith Williams 
founded the Phoenix Boat Club: it f$oon died; 
the UQien who ‘^pulled together * were all literary 
tneiu 
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^Never^ fiaid Bpssetti, ^did a book full mfura 
dead from the press than did Joteph and 
Bfdkten.* In a letter 1 received from Idm be 


saya» ‘ In searching contemporary jonrnaU for 
reviews of the book, 1 could find none whatever 


with the exception of Horne’s; all 1 found was 
a brief and depreciatory paragraph in the Annuot 
Register for 1824.* 

The question has often occurred to me, Why. 
did not Hazlitt do something for the book ? One 
day he met Wells in the street and said, ^ By the 
by, Wells, 1 have read your poem. I consider 
that it shows great genius; and—1 advise you to 
stick to your profession.* WclLs was then prac-- 
ti.sing as a solicitor, and Hazlitt seems to have- 
had a genuine admiration for him. 

We all have our literary prejudices, and X wiQ. 
at once confess that 1 have a deep prejudice against 
Hazlitt. It came to me in my earliest youth 
when, in dipping into some old volumes cd the 
Edinburgh Review in my father’s library, 1 came ' 
upon the shameful attack on ChriskAnd whicdi 
has always been attributed to Hazlitt. I am, 
afraid he was a man scarred by envy, the UterosTy 
leprosy which is so general that whenever I see 
an anonymous attack upon a man, 1 know that - 
ho who made it is an unsuccessful worker in the 


field where his victim works. But apat|^ 
the circumstances above narrated, the;he]^ebt , 
the book suficrod must always u^ain a strik¬ 
ing example of the way in which the.'pros- ' 
perity of any work of art, from a joke to an 
depends upon the mind of the ^blid to whjw it 
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18 AddtMsedi. Vor tibm 9 l tiife la tbft affedts of 
boofcft whieh mufft be taken at tbe flood. It it 
a popular error to tliat« in a good book, 

them is some iate-impellmg: power whiw will save 
it from perishing^, even though it may miss its 
mark at nrst. Science tells us that, in the struggle 
for life, the^ surviving organism is not necessanly 
that which is absolutely the best in an ideal sense 
though it may, indeed, must, be that which is 
most in harmony with surrounding conditions. 
It is the same in art. For instance, during the 
greater part of my intimacy with Whistler, which 
was in the seventies, when I used to be seeing 
him almost every day, Tom Taylor wrote that 
‘Whistler's painting, like his penning, was a joke’; 
and T myself used to be scoffed at because 1 pro¬ 
tested in various periodicals that he had qualities 
that set him apart from his contemporaries. 
Now 1 am srofled at if I do not admit that his 
portrait of Miss Alexander is the finest picture 
in the world. The fact is, like Shah Mahmoud, 
the world wakes up in a new mood every luoming, 
and every morning must that mood bo pampered. 
And, as after us the deluge comes, the wisest 
artist may, as the* Merry Andrew in FauH seeme 
to think, be he who attends to ' contemporary 
fun * and leaves Prince Posterity to do bia 
joking and singing and painting foe himself. 
Oood books may perish, and do. As to the causa 
of i^ore in this case, that has been discussed 
A few pages back, and Wells’s old friend Horn* 
qtdta agmd jfith my opinion that the name 
given to it had a good deal to do with the failure. 
Indeihl, he told Wells so. But was ^ere not yet 
ahothet cause the fat^e of Joiepk and hia 
MS d3 
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Brahrml Hud not Wdla*d ««n iiitdi&Niam 
Qonatetliuig to do vttii it! 

To do the woirld jtutfeicei it teotivea noatijr % 
xniudi the saixie temper aa that in mich A ia 
giv^. for instance, you say to the wcqrld, 
^ Here is a poem / don’t think much of it myaidf 
1 —'What 18 your opinion ^ the world is not eo 
rude as to ^iin<fdy your appraisement Wcdla was 
in the habit of speaking of his poem as * Utter *, 
snd treating it as such The world—^thmkmg 
that he who produced it must know best if hm 
own work is ‘litter’—wis sufficiently welt 
mannered to treat it * litter ’ too, handing over 
the Bhttts iTihich never had a chance of bemg 
bound into volumes to th«> grocers and cheese¬ 
mongers vrho at th it time did iaIi it the beneficent 
pulp makers do now with literature These 
worthies knew at ome what to do with it (for, 
alas» in tbosr days— bofort the da\ a of pulp^—4-he 
pnnted pa^^e of a poc m w as o£tc n be tier ac quamted 
with bread and (heese than was the lost wandmr 
from Arden who wrotf it) But, besides this, 
Wells without ICC living much support from the 
Hunt set was negheted iy others for belonging 
to It 

It IS fortuiiite, howcvei that the heart of the 
true vaqibond poet is never shuttired os 18 tht 
heart of his ri spe table brother when hia poesna 
(ome to gruf ^ot in the least degree is hul aocil 
shrivelled by such a disaster On the 
Its effect upon him is just to make him a more 
incorrigible vagabond than ever other Worde, 
tihe vagabond poet is the very opposite oi the 
kmd of bard who is pricked into song by fass^nsas, 
us according to the gipsies tHe nigntuiiEale is 
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ike hfod wW 4o«« not tfawc enth tb» BAjrdape 
eoA dl voilipatoM^ ibtit lrtU3rJ(9M» 

kMT 1^ caufw*. in Wel1» thm waft but StSiF 
Aft tampflKament of limat, and, oi ooQiBft« 
befmftit toftdbra and the Iyn<it the differftAoe 
of tftmp^ament in one of kind In only a fftv 
attt tlifty found united 

One man, hoi^ever, was not •lo acquiescent in 
the world’s and the authoi’s \erdut upon Joseph 
tmd hi» Brethren —in> old friend Horne the author 
of ‘the Farthinc; Epic ’ He advised ells to stick 
to poetry, who hid it Aoeuia after all failed to 
take Hazlitt’s ad\ice to stick to law Under 
iiome’ft advKo Wella would be^n to work upon 
a plftyj select the strongest sceiicfl and work upon 
them» and then throw them up iii despair of finding 
ft market for them 


Meantime he had marned Miss Hill ot Lcdming 
tozu whereby he botame connected with Smith 
iWiIhamSy from whom I obtained a mass of most 


interesting facts m connexion with Wells’s life 
Kpt another line of dramatic portrv did Wells 
mint after this, though, according to Mr Buxton 
raiBUftn—the best nf all authorities upon subjects 
pertaining to Wells, or ii deed to an} member of 
Ids rema^able set—he went on wnting somewhat 
ooptOusly m that line but he invariable ended by 
ilftsUtmug what he wrote Fortunately, WdJs 
Wft# jiiUe to leave England and li\ e on the OonU- 
and e&jo>.himself in the only way possible ' 
to Jhlett He w/s no more hoard of in liteiature, 
ftftVa that he contnbuted to the volume called 


(Mawcer Modermged, edited by Home, in 1841, 
ft, snwet to Qiai cer. This, however, was dated 
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1823. *Aml, after this, Wells printed in Fraser's 
Ma/jazine two papers on boar hunting in Brittany. 


VHI 

After Wells went to live on the Continent, the 
grocers and rhiM-sernongers. iIiom* suvrari patrons of 
Hont', who, as I have said, used to buy poetry by 
the. sfiiiie, even a-i fhe piilii-inakers now t>uy it by 
the hogshiNid, had beiui luisv w'ith Joseph and his 
Brethren so busy that, with the exception of 
some half-dozen eoytii'^; at Tiiost. fhe laiok in less 
than half a century .'ll eriis to havi* perished alto- 
gi‘t her. 

Every hod v. flu* autlmr especi.illv included, had 
forgotten all about it ■ evrryhody **xrept the 
author'.soid Ivlniontoii schoolfellow. Horne. When 
Horne hccaine editor of the Mtmthlif Bepositori/, 
he managed to give a long notiie of Well.s (New 
Series. No. TJ.'h March, l-'^'iT) ; and afterward-s, 
in the .Vi’ic Spirit of the Atp\ he m.ide a passing 
allusion to hiiii in an article on Festus. And, in 
the same year, Thomas Wade was very rude to 
* the world ’ for its ‘ neglect ’ cf a pt>eni which he 
compared with .-Iw/nwy and ('h'ojtntra^ amongst 
other things. Then Jont’jih and his Brethren settled 
di»w'ii in the peaceful dust-bin of oblivion appa¬ 
rently for ever. 

And yet, after all its vicis.siti.dcs, Joseph and 
his Brethren was a lucky biHik, ii|f we shall see. 
Among the various eyes und*T which came Horne’s 
notice in the Sew Spirit of fhe Age it fell under one 
pair which were the corporeal window's to a mind 
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morn notable in matters of poetry aiul art fur it^ 
rebelliousness against the Moloch authority than 
any other of the last century—a mind which has 
proved itself a * fountain ’ for many a ‘ reservoir *. 
KoHsetti \v:is led by Horne's notice to look up 
Wells's poi'iii at the llnti'ili Mo'^i'iirii, arid, on 
Cftniing awiiv. In* starthni rvery one by declaring 
that he had found a poem wliu li was ‘ more Siiuke- 
sjiearean than anything el^te out of Sluiki^speare *. 

Rossetti's judgement was fullv endorsed by 
several of the men of genius to whom, on various 
occasuons, running over inanv yeaM. he introduced 
the poem. ;\moiig tlo'se was Mr. Swmliurm*, then 
atd.xfurd. wht> Wii^ even at tliai tune nutre icartu'd 
ill Elizabethan poetrv than ino-'t of tho'^e wlio 
inu.ko the spei-i.il ^tudv of it the on up.ititiu of 
their lives. .Mr. Swinbuin*-'s imU iiusia^iii equalled 
Ibi.-.settr.s own. He wrote an I’.'-sav upon it, which 
was sent by a friend to FniMt's d/f/vorr/o-. Tliis 
waa before he hati inad<‘ :t iiaiin*. Kronde d'^cliiied 
the article. S(» Jnsi hh ntul his Unthun had thir¬ 
teen years mure iu thr; dust bin before mentioned. 

Rossetti’s intere-t in the poem liad ni»ver flagged. 

Wells, us I haVi-‘.*-:Li«l. wi*iiL to rt*-ide in llrittaiiy, 
and here, at (^uimper. he .syn’iit many years of his 
life after ItilO. Finally he settled at Marseilles, 
whence I received .several letT*:rs from him. 

Alter settling in linttaiiy he w:i.> at least once 
in London, wheye he met, Jantoii. He was then 
quite yuung-hjpking and .strong. In 1H50 
wnfe, who wu.f nut iiidiflcrent about his fame, 
came to London with tlic view of getting Jmeph 
and his Brethren rcjiiiblished. Rossetti did 
what he could to aid her, and began a correspon- 
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(IniK-f* with W('l!i*, wliirli r*'sn]t«‘rl in prorlarincj 
;i n'visod <f)py of th** juxMii. From that <‘f>py 
liirfi#' «*x tracts wi-n* introdurod info Mr. Swin- 
l)iirrn''s 

Hos'icfli had pri‘vion-ily »!nt into rorTC^pondtfnrfj 
wifh who. wirli inton‘'t in his own work 

a littli' :ir(in~i‘d ar liMiirrli, inadi^ a frosh nianii- 
si-rij)!.. in will- I* inui h w.is iniprovt'd. Efforts 

wi'n* now III, nil* hv Smith \Villi.ini< t*) ttio 

p<MMii I i‘|)r ml rd. .U:d 1 kO'>'-'>'t 1 1 (\\hii was thini ahoiit 
twiMitv iir (w I'hi V iiiM-1 o!Vifi‘i 1 to niakf illnsira- 
tioM-i for It. Miit ' no piihli-dii r wonhl hiok at it ’• 
.Mr. .Swiid urrn*. iii hi- rlo-jiifiit i‘*'-.iy mi Mhike, 
11 nwl t o illI'lTi .it 1 1'lit 1 ill to' t Im' ill.ini.it ii' jiassion 
‘ t h(' <lr.iMM? i< < h.iMi l*'I'I/ m: loll.-ind ' t ho dratnutio 
lanL'iniL'f ’ of * .Mi. Wrlls's it poi*niAll in 
\aiii. Vi.il now till* kfiowi, - h.id dwindhul 

down to iili.nif llm*'*. for tin* ilnMillnl ' horrowi'r ’ 
had atta'-ki*«I ii. Mr. tli^orji' M^Ti'ililh also trim! 
to L'l't a pnlili-liiT h>r it, .md l.iil«'d. .Mr. Swinlnirno 
tlnni M I* tin* iiMnn-i upt ol his » smiv to nn* and 
it lav in Tiiv d-’-k for '•mni* \iMrs. At last it 
orcniii'il to mi- to iiv Mi*--is. ( li.itto and Windiis. 
Mr. t'li.ifio. oil rcnlii'-: .Mr. .Swmlnirin-'s rojt»rti*d 
nrtich*. and liii- i ninoa-i trmn tlio pooni 

wliii h it 1 oiit.ii'.it'd. ofii-n-.l to inil'h-h if. siiLmostiiiii 

that till* r--iv '-honi'l lir~t I'l* pnntiMl in soino 
nia^a/.lni*. in nr'li*:- to pn-paii- th.* piihlir for thrt 
poem. 'riiM w.is I'.Mily (lom* now tli.it Atnfanfa 
iiiid m.idt* till* writi*r f.nnoiis. Tin* e.ssay appeared 
ill the Forhiiqhthj Ft nt'u\ whe^- it attract'*il 
ronsider.d'le at tent ion. And tlum at la.st tho 
poem itsrlf - in the n'vised form w.i.s before the 
publie. and uot its idi.inee at hist of winning its 
pItKe in Knoli.^h literature. 
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Tho Tr^vi.-ii'd ropy wbirh had |)aNsi’d Ihruiiuh 
Mr. Swiiihurnr's liand'4 wits no to he fn\nid, 

Wi*ils or .soinr friiMid of hi.s mislaid if. 

Wi'lls had iii.idf a firsli ri‘vi*i«»ii. lno\r\or; aiicl 
this hr ultiii)uti-ly lmvc to Mi. Kniniaii, wlio li.id 

<olisriitod to .-••I* tin- pir-^s IIm' lioti t'diiioll 

printi'd from it- li i-, of Mfin-'-. in Mi. l''oi- 
man's lilirai v. 

It w.is ihrmiL'Ii \N at that I i nin- 

itiiinii iiti'd to \\ I'lN tin' r.o't ill.it I li.id .it l.i.st 
foiiiitl a pnMi'lirr to ifiiiiiif ii;*'/ his 

lirt'ihrvn. Hiii Ino’ hi- and in- 

«hlTtTi*M*o .''toppfii tin* A\.i\. .mi li.id M n*il Ihtii 
fi>r til*' ailmii .1 i'll' i .m ln!!ii-< aid n.li'lh ■•■ni-i- of 
Mr. Ihixtoii Ktirm.in. it i- t** '.r, what 

.Soil of an appiMiaiii c tir I. miIv wm'iM Ii i\i' inai.li'. 
or wlioth'T it wtiuM h.r.f .it .dl. 

i'.nrit hod a.'^ if w.i-^ hv Mi .'sv. n i.iiirn*'. i:iast.*rlv 
trihiilo, tlio I "'.ill r.ot hut * o'lnii.i nd 

attontion. 

Jiotwoon and W* 1!- -■■nt f*» Smiili 

William.s an Ih'^IoiI'mI iii:r..iii'o < .ilh'd. I thir.h, 
(hifitnn fir i lift ; Ini! tl.ijU-jli \\ llll.iMiS 

hi'jhlv of ii, tli** i.ono! I.s' I.-mI ih.it .-mni'- 
thiii^i witiiDiil will'll i.o loo.rl i-.m l.i.d .1 m.iilcot. 
Hosidos this ho wioio x'liiiino-. ni voise, 

which he ilo<t r*>\ r-il ai hi- il'-aili. 

fthortiv hofoi’i* hi^. wifo vi'iTfil laiTiilon ill IHnO, 
Welfs had—so Willi.mi^ ii-.*-*! to >.iy - ilovoloped 
ti faculty wdiiijf I think, rar*' iiinun;' iiiodoru* 
poets: he ha<i jn^t * r*Mtod a L'roo.t son-atmn in 
Brittany by rai-im' from tin* diMi], lli'on^di 
prayer, a vouiil' l.i<ly of a ili.itiu^iiishrd family. 
1 cannot recall any other j>oct who ha.s had a 
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success of this kind. That, however eccentric, he 
was a deeply relij^ious man, is manifest, in a letter 
written to one of the Hill family in 1824, which 
1 have seen, his chief complaint against his friend, 
Dick Batemnii, is that ho * has no sense of the 
religion of Joarph avd his Brethren 

Wells had a soti, an eininoiit engineer, and at 
least ono daughter, who went into a French 
convent. He died at Marseilles on Fehniary 17, 
187‘J. 

Tiiilodure Watts'DUNTON- 
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PEKSONR OF THE DRAMA 


jAr»Ji«, the Piitriarch, 

Kki IIks. 

Simkdn. 

Le%’I. 

t ■ Al>. 

Ash Kit. 
llAV. 

JuSKTir. 

■Jl 

Jssachar. 

Zeiiii.in. 

MAriii'Ai.i. 

Heniamiv J 

DiiAiiAoif, Kinff of PfjyjC. 

J\i Ill'll AH, a Hiihr. 

Ph’iruoh'j* JliitUr. 

Chirf Il'jkcr. 

MU'ward. 

PiiiiAXAN’OR. rntiphar's Wif 
Attcmill nt on 1 *hra.^inor. 

Ufagieiana, Officers. .-Di'' ’ 

urt/.'f, L'gyptiiins, JIaric 'issadort. 
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ACT I 


Prologue 

In the dim a"c whoii vet the rind of earth. 
Unworn by time, pive easier nature life. 

Zealous to furnish whnt the seasons wore 
That in a vigorous brij'htni’ss nourished ; 

\Vhen li^zht and dark aiul constellations bright. 
The splendid sun, the silent gli«liiit; moon, 
(luveni'd men’s habits; taught them when to 
thrive, 

To rest, and sleep ; till, full of temperate years, 
Rude in their art, and iiriiorant of all 
Save passions and aiYections wild, uni aught. 
They sank like giants in an earthy pit, 

Jjeaving the peneratioii of their days 
*Twixt grief and reverenee to mourn their loss 
And miss them fropi the village and the held ; — 
Hod's voice (that mingled up the beauteous world. 
Inlaid pure heaven, and sweetly cnluiir’d it; 
And with the wondrous magic of the clouds 
Unveils the sacred flooring evermore, 

Without bright golden, but within more rare) 
Was then upon the earth and with men's ears 
Hrpf^ting reverence and faith and love.— 

Jacob was gone into the vale of years: 

And like ar oak that standeth by a hill, 

Whose sinuous trunk begins to fret to dust. 

And sapless knots fail in their iron strength; 

£i2 • 
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Whose wrinkled branches dr^dng up with age, 
StifI to the winds, with top crnblanehM and bare. 
Though but poor spoil to w'iiitcr in its leaves. 
Yet still it casts a shadow o’er those slips 
That from its acorns drop])M into the earth 
From time to time, and settled, flourished there 
To keep its memory fresh in seasons new 
When it is wither’d to the sodden core. 

And all its beauty fadeil from tin* earth : 

Like to that tree tlirit faileth on the hill 
Is aged Jac'o!) with the wither'd arms, 

And like its fruit that chanc'd to spring and grow. 
Are Jacob's sons that put their promise forth; 
And like tin* guardian shadow from the tree 
Is tlarob's y<*arning full of love fi»r them. 

To Bclliel was lie ('oini^ with all his host, 
liis herds and lioeks, and ini'ii both bond and free, 
Hy (! od's cominand to sojourn in the land. 

Dow'ii in a valley di-ep an<l ovi*rbrow’d 
With sloping pastures skirted roiinri with bccch 
Shadowing the grazing cattle in tin* breeze, 

E*cn in this vale of llehron did he halt. 

And set his tent (rude habitation) 

To w'ait with jiatience tlu* wi]l of Him 
Supreme in Ib^iven, on Karth ; for He had said 
* Thy seed shall gro\v and flourish in the land. 
Outnumbering the sea-sand. Grace shall be thine. 
My countonuiK'c is with thcc. Go, and live.’ 

Of all his sons, Jo.se})li, a g(Mtle youth. 

Tender in years, graceful, and full of strength. 
Pleas'd Jacob most; most fill'd his doting mind, 
Nourished his sight, and charm'd his doubting ear. 
Well might it be ; for he was yet the child 
Of his declining years, reflecting on 
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His youthful vigour in those days now pass’d 
When the grown men Reuben and Simeon 
Were yet but children gleaning in his corn, 
Merry, and apt to profit by tliat lore 
(Or rather simple industry) that hept 
The image of their Maker fine and <-lear 
With wholesome viands, food of a beaded brow. 

Rachel his wife, and Joseph’s mother, died 
Midway between this Bethel and hi*r home; 

And solemnly she was laid iiji in eartli 
Hurd by the hiLrhway, ami a })illar set, 
fail’d bv her name ; a tomb of elder vears. 

Old tnnniimeni of man’s iilb'ction ! 

For this he lov’d young Joseph, but. tin* more 
That he was kind ami tendin' to his sire ; 
Sober’d his yf)uth. and calm'd his sjiriglilly longue; 
And like a mantle warm and comfort-lined 
<’over*d his father from all outward frets; 

And love, for love return’d in such a sort, 

So full of reverence, mild, and duteous, 

That it flow’d blandly from liis genial breast 
And mingled in his being, making hi.s sire 
Taste the sweet sy^upatliy of unripe age. 

Which could not be in those his other sons 
?iIore old. more independent in their love. 

But thiTe was mi.M-hiid to this liiimaii faith 
Born of the very goodne.ss that it bred, 

For Joseph’s bn-thren fretted on the lij), 

rinkled their b/fiws, and snude upon the earth 
'N ith boisterous foot, whence envy leaped out. 
'J’he best would group together in the shade, 
Atid sitting ’iieaih the eglantine and vine 
That WTcath’d a verdurous trellis through the vale, 
AVouId scoff at Jacob’s love, that still was spilt 
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(As tliny would say) unequal on that side 
Where Joseph kept his stand. Envy*, the slug, 
Had ta'en its second change, and like a worm 
Stray’d fn)rri its IJinrier chrysalis the hrain. 

And n ini hie as the blood that scours the veins 
Jji'iv kccniv jjiiiiwing in tlicir rancour’d hearts. 

Tlic shepherd heats liis hi-ll ; the tranquil herds 
FiOwing ohedicnec, from the diirifiled spring 
(W here the bright llowers disturbed with their 
sweet hrealli 

Tremble like starry gems in Dian’s hair). 

Slow win<l the hill, and in their staked folds 
SnulT th<* fresh straw ai.d scent the keener wind, 
(Vook their sleek knees to weleome night’s repose, 
'riie Sun while sinking from his ilaily round 
Had starr’d the heavens like a liery flaw. 
Showing his glory greater than the west; 
(llancing the Moon ami frighting her faint beam. 
Across the barred portals of the East 
Ilis fiilg(*nt heat rellefteil glowing fire. 

'riie dying embers of I lie burni*;!!^! king, 

Now sunk lu‘liiiid the mountain’d hemisphere. 
Were fading fast away. He was declin’d 
(Not like pale (ynthia to her bath, a lake 
Rich in its violet sward and jasmine bowers), 

A god gigantic liabitcd in gohl, 

Stepping from off a mount into the sea : 

The evening breeze that whispers of reposo 
And fans the crimson’d inaryg?>ld to sleep, 

(Jrows .'iliarp and brisk ; and sih'nee on the light 
(Jains step for stop, as light retires to shade. 
The tawny harvestmen from yellow fields 
Their sweet repast, their lated meal enjoy 
Hard by their tents, beneath some ample oak. 
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Or vine, or fig-tree burthcn*d with its fruit 
And fragrant to the air. Now Jacob's sons. 
Who kept their herds and cattle on the bills, 
Retire from folding to their father's tent. 

Lo ! Joseph meets them with a welcome smile,— 
A basket on his head with pur])le grapes 
O’crswclling from the brink, and o’er his cap. 
And hair, tand shoulders, hanging gracefully,— 
Shows Like an angel, youthful, beauteous. 

Stifle your passions, curb your .spleens, young men ; 
Dull not this image of your father's mind 
Ry vaporous suggestions of his youth 
Which oversteps you in the old man’s sight, 
l^ok on his 3 'uiiLli; be older, and be wise. 


Scene I .—Outside of Jacob's Tent. 

Enter IDjcnKN, Simeon, Levi, Judah, Issaciiar, 
Zebulun, Dan, Nai'HTALi ; and Joseph 
mcetiwj them. 

Is.sacitar 

The 'weed is at th« threshold of our tent 
To sting us as we enter. My eye is gall’d. 
Seeing how merely all our frowns arc lost 
And overlaid in his smooth courtesy. 

Reuben 

My brother, you say right. Like to the wind 
'riiat gently sleeks the rugged lion’s mane. 

Sings in his ears, and daunts his savage eye. 

So he you^ anger woos wulh kindly breath. 
Laughs out of mirth, and, looking in youi face. 
E’en wonders at your w'ratb. 
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SiMEOK 

This Reuben says: 

Fruits of liis milky disposition. ' 

He counts as nothin|T all our father’s love, 
Ref»ard, or praise, or ancient tenderness; 

The honour of attending on a flock 
InereasiriK daily ’iieath the watclifiil eye 
Of a wise shepherd ; husbanding; the ^rain 
(’raftily sown, with sweat in" labour pathor’d, 
And frarner'd up with skill ; all this is nouf^ht: 
Kno\vIed;ie of seasons, lusty pastures preen 
That fill the cow with milk and fat the lamb,— 
The lionour and ri?pani which this should buy 
Is cast about our brother like a mist; 

Vet no more muflled Ilian tlie poodly Sun 
When he bepilds the clouds. Thi.'« new-found star, 
This boy has all the praise, the labour we ; 

Till like a drone he slumbers in our sweets. 

Reuiikn 

I’ve hoard j’our spe<‘ch, and freely pardon it. 


Simeon 

'Tis just to hate, when love is canker’d thus, 

And less than notliinp swallows up the whole. 

And let me toll you, Reuben, if you fall 

Within the limit of my boisterous speech, 

So that my censure graze your patience- 

\ 

Reuben 

Come, peace. I pr’ythoe, peace. 

Simeon 

Nay, 1 will speak. 
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Reuben 

Hold, Simeon ! tlioiflt no fear of me. 

1 am no child to rid thee of thy spleen, 

Nor will 1 hack one step for thee or thine. 
Silence !—1 do roinnmnd tliee. Wlnit art thou 
Thou younger brother, seroiid unto me, 

That thus presiimest on my tLMnperanee ?— 
Recaiisc my heart is milky, as thou say'st, 

And I am niiJible, full of exercise. 

Not cold and siilleu ; laugh \\hen the sun shines 
bright, 

Sing, and rejoice, light us the summer air— 
Out of thy gloom and stately pondering 
Art thou at once to carve away the love 
1 bear thyself, my brother, and my sire; 

To task my courage and to tempt it too ?— 
Uh, trust me, Siiiieori, 1 liave a gall 
(Though commonly *tis overlaid with love), 

And such a one, that had the father’s son 
Of any sire from hence tli rough Canaan 
But cast such sore and undeserving words 
On my forbearance, had he thrice thy breadth, 
And thrice thy skill, 1 would liave grapjded him 
And ta'cn his heart ; but, Simeon, f«)r thee,— 
There is a past all ]irecious to rny breast. 

Can I forget our childhood and our youth. 

Our scorching labours in the furrow’d field. 

The generous dro^)s of emulation 

That cours’d along our swart fraternal brows, 

Reaping and sowing with a jealous zeal. 

The merry winters under the .same tent ? 

Count o’ei the days we’ve fed at the same board. 
The nights wc have repos’d on the same skins,— 
Thou wilt not wonder then to find my heart 
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O'crflowinjv thus in fellowship and love. 

Can 1 forj»et the many days pone by. 

The weeks, and months, and comfortable years, 
And raise iny hands in any other way 
Than tlius outspread to clasp thoc to iiiy neck?— 
Lo ! SCO young Josojdi weejis.— 

IssAriiAU 

So do not I. 


RierDKN 

The worse for Issru har. 


Jo'j; rii 

Alas. 7nv brethren ! 

wf 

Come not to words for such a thing as I. 

I am but worth your lov(*s and not vour wrath, 
Whirl] never shows but it aiignu'iils iny prief. 
What have 1 done, or wherein thought amiss ? 
If to our paroTit 1 am dutiful, 

It is beeause his happiness is mine : 

1 do no more than every youthful son 
Should practice on the a"<* of such a sire. 

No end have 1 in tliis. indeed,; no wish 
To put your image further from liis breast, 
Hleniish your names (a thing I never thought). 
Or place my (diildhood 'fore your graver years. 
Perhaps you think your birthright tempts me on ; 
That 1 would work ujion our father, so 
That all your well-earn'd interest should to seed 
While mine would bloom and gn»w ?—Why, this 
is weak : 

For still the power is yours to take it back • 

(And justice too), for cozening the age 

Of our good sire. Yet this must be the cause : 
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ft 

For noiip;lLt else I have done, I*in well assur'd, 
But tend my father as my duty bids.— 

Forget your frowns; and throw my innocence 
Food to your hate, and grieve the while 'lis raven'd. 

IssAruAu 

1 have a mind to strike him. 

JUDA£I 

Pationre awhile : 

OfTor no spleen before our father's tent; 

Each one pass by him Tmito, and each unload 
The burthen of contempt full in his eye. 

IIei’hen 

Love, like the dew \ipon the myrtle, tree, 

Js thus bedashed witli a raven wing. 

And swath'd in its own fragrance. 

ISSACTIAR 

Withered be his heart. I’ll lead the way. 

Keuben 

Oh ! you do keep^ your pity in a cage 
And whip it to a starv’d obedience.— 

Our father comes. Forbear. 

Enter .Jacob 
Jacob 

What's this ?—Cannot I kneel 
And breathe my evening prayer for your preserving. 
Hut you A'ill fright the Angel from my thought 
AVith waspish clamour from your evil throats ?— 
Come hither, Joseph.—Up, my boy; ne’er weep. 
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(''ast dow^l tlie ^^apes, the fruits and fif;s you bear, 

That wore to sup Ihi-ir fijracelcss, hungry lips; 

Down with them in tlic mire close to their feet; 

And since tlicv throw aw'av the love of men 

■ ^ 

Ah 'twero Init the contemned rind of life. 

Like their own oxcmi lot them stoop and feed, 
Befitting their wild passions ; for I swear, 
Nought shall they e.^it or drink from of! iny board 
I-util tin* ilawii : nor then unless their love 
Ih'-eurd aiid thicken, and their anger melt 
Like icicles away. 

.1 I D AII 

AVe grieve, indeed. 

That 3 ’ou, KO partial, stint us of vour love. 

.lArOK 

A lie!~!i lie!—-You envy this young slip. 

Wilt thou teach iin*. thou climhing, scanty elm. 
With joints unsettled, and with eye amaz'd, 

Pull of fantastic ignoraiu-e and youth ; 

Me, who have kept my brow iijion men’s deeds 
Mitre tlniTi six times lliiiie observation 
(Beinu so much more tliine inje. six times as wise. 
Stricken in bodv, but mature in mind)— 

Will voii tell me voiir love degrades voii thus ? 

w * mf 

Do I not know when favours are bestow’d 
On voiing deservers, ve wlio lag behind 
Make wings of envy, forked round wdth splccu; 
And, like the foul and ugly bats of night, 

Fan him to sleep, and from an artery 
Directly clianneird from the heart, you suck 
More valiant blood ?— I have a. fear of you ; 

For envy miglit lead men to cast poor stones 
At heaven while it thunders ; death waits on it; 
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On hatred still it feeds and hideous dre'ams. 
And, like a serpent, tracks its victim's heels. 
In meanness it begins; pro<'oo(ls to blood; 
And dies of sallow horror by itself. 

V 

If it could take the glory that it kills. 

It were more noblv had ; but bad indeed, 

• * ^ 

While it but sweeps it from before its eye. 
And like a spider (but more like a flower) 
Blends it to earth beneath a fretful foot. 


Joseph 

Oh, sir ! long time my brothers must have seen 
That I may often grieve, but cannot liate. 

But since more patience doth beg»*t more spleen, 
More tameness harsher words, more grief desire, 
I shall take up the manliood they let fall. 
Retreat to what defence of mind I have, 

•^nd, fortified with ronseimis honesty, 

I'remble no more like to a troubled spring 
That every hail-drop shakes with timid fear; 
But front them and confront them as I may : 
Like to a brother answering their rebukes 
With all the sense and wis<lom that I have.; 
Not like niy father's bondmen in the stall.— 
Why should I not*? They art as if tlio work!. 
And all the nations wide, and cities wallM, 
W^erc no such things : as if this .spot of ours, 
f)ur fields, our cattle, were the all in being.— 
Would they be envious, let them then be great, 
Envy old cities, aVeient ncighbourhood.s, 

♦■rcat men of trust, and iron-crowned king.s; 

For household envy is a household rat; 

Envy of st-^tc a devil of sonic fear. 

For me—this Bethel limits not my sight; 

For in imagination I can see 
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Countrira beyond, nurs’d by the wit of man, 
Wiser in harvest, greater in defence, 

With state and pomp and majesty serene : 

E’en in my sleep rny mind dotli oat strange food. 
Enough to strengllieu me against this hate. 
With you, iny brethren, I was binding sheaves, 
W'hen mine arose and stood in front of yours. 
And yours bent grievous low unlo the ground : 
Nay, more, (yet think me not irreverent), 

'rhe. sun, ainl moon, and the eleven stars 
Sank, and obey’d me ; whieh is sure a sign 
That 1 am greater than n.\ sire and ye. 
However passive in humility ; 

He it in love, or act, I leave to time. 

Or Heaven of jnirpose put this in my view. 

Or else my mind being troubled of the grief 
Of your dis[)leasures, vain of some great power, 
Might fancy this in sleej). I do not know ; 

Hut feel resoh'd no more to plague my heart. 
While you, my broihers, treat me with such scorn. 

Jacob 

Joseph, the eye of Heav'n is on thee : 

Shall I and all thv-brethren bow us down?— 
So be it, if the will of God be so ; 

And this thv dream forotelloth such event. 

w» 

Sjmkon 

The moon is risen : shall we in and sup ? 

Jacob 

No—not w’ith me ; your faces are too dull. 
Moody displeasure sits upon your brows, 

And conscious malice being over-aw’d 
Turns short upon disgust. The time has been 
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When I have govern’d well the niml)lc*flail 
From morning until night ; hednah'd the grain, 
And stiffen’d not with labour; now 1 am old : 
Jlut could I borrow from inv lustv vouth, 

This staff I carry here to ptay niy steps 
Should strike obedience from you.—Go, and 
mend !— 

IteubcD, will you come in and sup with us ? 

lli:rni:N 

All honour to mv father. I nm ]>lea.sM 
To tend my brothers in the outward tent. 

[JCjTuitt Jacuu and Jo.SEPll. 

Simeon 

So—Heiiben, i.s tlii.s well ^ It cannot last. 

l.SSACIIAR 

Oh, surely not; for those who run so swift 
Must stop for want of breath. 

Li:vi 

I know not, I ; 

Vet I do think our honest services 
Deserve a bettor tnMtment than they meet. 

NArUTALI 

I hate this Joseph. 

• Judah 

So, Naplitali, do T; 

lie frets me like a thorn beneath the. skin. 

Not Jacob’s anger, nor a host of sires 
Can breed so iniicii affection in my heart 
E'en as a drop of dew. 
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Zedulun 

Oh, r am sick !— 

Why should a fellow here, made up of dreams, 
With blue and b<‘ainin^ eyes niid snaking hair, 
Born after us so far, so ^reoii in years, 

V'ault like, a nimble leaper at one jum[) 

Between our sire and us, ancl ( harm his sight 
Like to a subtle' serpent, in a brake ? 

As well to build a wall 'tween us and him ! 

Dan 

When I was young I v^a.s not spoiled thus. 
Turn'd in the winter h^rtli to break the ground f 
In burning summer made to drive afield; 
Fasting and thirsting, often liave I cast 
My weary body 'neath a shady tree, 

Too overwrought to seek our shelter out. 

What i.s this Joseph made of —this nice youth— 
That he to manhood claims a daintier way ? 
What are his limbs that tlu'v miisi clothe so warm ? 
What is his head that it must lie so soft ? 
What is his mottle, when the greatest deed 
Jfc ever does is, storm a wild bee’s nest? 

Simeon 

Thou oracle and champion of all this, 

Reuben, 1 prythce in cool reason say. 

Out of thine abstract honesty^ of thought. 

Does not our father ’bate us in regard, 

Labour to lay it upon Joseph's head ; 

And at all times by thought and word and deed, 
O'erlooking us, reflect on him a w^orth 
That he has neither earn’d nor yet deserv’d ? 
Lastly, his passion borders on revenge; 
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Suspicion leaps to serve liini to the brink 
Even of blood. He secs us like to shades 
With instruments of death and brows severe 
Heady to blight the image of the mind. 

REi’iir.x 

No more ! No more I -come. let us in and sup. 
This awkward after-f|uest of thine bespeaks 
The evil thou dost de])ro(’ate, as triitli. 

Shame comes of such e(]iiivocation. 

Simeon 

This will not sf'rve. Thou caiist not answer mo. 

TlErnEN 

Nor am 1 lioiind ; h»r if 1 sometimes speak 
Eor general quiet and tin* love of piMc-e, 

1 bargain not to hunt eai-h Hying thought 
That broaketh cover from tbv braiiiblv mind : 
lint sinee 1 see eonlem])t upon thy front. 
Forestalled triiim])h in tliy sullen eye, 
ril answer thee, and with the simple truth 
Defend myself, dt'b'at thy argument 
That ill quaint cunning terms doth challenge me. 
i’ll give tJiiMi gi'ouml, and shame thee. - Say, our 
sire 

Carlands his spriglitlv Josi'ph with his love, 
Keeps him like honey in the, winter stor'd 
To feast the seanti; comfort of his age : 

Old men arc full of years and full of pain,— 
The world’s w'orn out, to them, a garment us’d, 
And novelty, the salt of youth, is dead. 

Say they can cheat rude sadness with some joy 
That lives in fancy and beguiles the mind,— 

Is he not cruel who such comfort lames 

H3 c, • 
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(Like a rirh beggar of a precious thing), 

(Vying, ‘dive me, I pr’ythec, thy regard; 

I nrn right worthy, and I cannot bear 
'fo Hee tliy dotage sloveil'd on a child ? * 

In Rootli, I inwardly rejoice to see 
The lucid ])lcaHuro in our father’s eye, 

(Like to the siin piercing a watery cloud) 

When Joseph sings, or syieaks a merry thought. 
The pang of envy touches not. iny breast; 

And (lid you love our sire, you'd rather be 
The most forgotten reed upon a j)ij»e.. 

Than mar the harmony his choic e could breed. 
With tin* loud discord of your ill content. 

Say Jacob’s choleric and sharp of sjieech ; 
it ever was the trick of thwarted age. 

Why, y(* are choleric and wroth, though young. 
And trust me, sirs, our iinpc*rfecti<ins 
W’ill follow age, nor die befon* the man,— 
Rather as weeds injurished bv habitude. 

That overgrow the rotten out('r fence. 

Augment with ]>lc*nifude of years : while life 
Is life, man to tin: last is ever man. 

^'he common fault is yours, and this it is— 

All (*xcellc*ii<*e in others you jexpect, 

Ne’er looking backward to tin* lack within. 

What right have 3*011, 3*0 disobedient bo3’s, 

To tax our father, whether right or wrong ? 
l.s it his 8now3* beard that makes 3*0 bold ? 

His honour'd head grac'd withithe remnant curls ^ 
His should<*rs stooji'd, upholden b3' a staff ? 

His bod3' worn to keep 3*011 warm in youtb ? 

Is it because his love is old and good 
Thai rear’d \'ou up, gave vou your flocks and herds 
And taught x’ou how to lend them and to thrive 
And kept \*on from^ the stalls of other men. 
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Base bondmen hired for a sranty meal \ 
la it because he holds voii dear and warm 
E’en as the life-blood coursing through his veins ? 
Tnist me, my brethren, he hath goodly cause 
(Though it appears not hut to those who think) 
Why he should hug youniz Joseph to his heart. 
Rachel, his mother, ]>erisird by the way. 

Whom Jacob lovM with rare affect ion ; 

And he, too, falliiiu past his mellow years, 

W'ith earthly Jove grew fond of tliis same youth. 
And as men cling unto the hope of life 
E’en in the awful ])!issage of stilT death, 

So age doth fondle o'er (lie acts of youtli. 

And half re-lives those joys and hojies ag.iin ; 
When memory from dark oblivion calls 
So long supine, our former selves to life, 

Making an hour of sueh dee]> repos(> 

. ‘^^1 the life to come. Indeed, indeed. 

Such things as these will meddle with the heart. 
Come, lirethrcm, let us in and woo our sin*, 

For it is dangerous, ind tempting Heaven, 

To harbour hate, where duty bids us hjvt;. 

WVll, 1 will gf), yet 'tis against my will : 

Mv feet ohev vuur words ; mv mind remains 
In stubborn pain, the priMiner of my breast. 

l.S.S.\<'ll.\K 

This honey’d Reuben steals away my brain.- 
Weil, 1 will in ; be gay and cheerful too ; 
ll'hat Be may think iny anger cheajily buugitt 
t'or a few sugar'd weirds. Conic! In with him ! 

[ExeunL 


c ^ 
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ScKNE II .—Outside of Jacob's Tent, — Time, 
Noon, Jacod and JosEru. 

Jacob 

Kcpp lliou tliia foiinscl sacp'd in thine car, 

Tor Uis a tn*:i.siire riilier than a star. 

JosF.rn 

Sir, I nin prono to lovo it, ajit to tliink. 

To iind frrsli proofs ; anti I have wonder’d oft 
lltov many tribes and nations overlook 
(lod's ^reatiMvss in Ills work.s, and east the praise 
Upon soiTH'. iifi'less ohieet thniied — 

Out of the crossness td their earthward mind. 

Tt» me a si!F\])h» flower is eloth'd with thoughts 
That lead the mind to Heaven. 

jAt'Oll 

Why, that is much : 

'riiere is no work, the meanest on the earth. 
Mailer, or tliimr, but Tis so nicely ca.st 
lly the yreat Master-liand, and so sot off 
III biMUty's mask, or cK«* c<yisi's|ent truth. 

That lie must have a mind that \s all contempt. 
Jealous, and crude, who loiild denv' the task 
To have been pattern’d by a Deity : 

Or else his knowledge, aiming past the heavens. 
Kails back upon his ignor.uu'«>7 and dies. 

Many thore be who worship certain stars. 

The ruling ]>lanet, or some, les'^i r light. 

Dr some rude image wrouglit of their owui hands. 
Being brimful of self. Ill sense of being, 

To scorn the. giant and applaud the* dvrarf, 
Because the first is greater than ourselves; 
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And keeps imagination in the slips, 

While Faith, a prisoner wrapt about in cluiiiiSi 
Stands blind beside. Oh, lowly ignorance! 

To think the Being, who could fashion us, 

(.live us impassioiiM minds, a flections strong. 
Put fire into the sun, and poise the world. 
Garnish the seasons, and clothe all the earth 
V^aried and hoauteous, and over all 
Cast such a canopy as this above. 

Would meanly hide Him in an idol's shrine. 
Dire ohject of His inalcdiction ! 

Better to think in holiness aitd love 
That God looks on our earth iiivisil)ly. 

And fills the mighty 8j)ace above our hc*ads. 
Splendid and glorious in His majesty. 

More than the mind of man dare ape to think. 

Jo.SKiui 

Late as I lay upon a shock of <'orn. 

With musing eye following iny dreamy though^ 
Likening the clouds to cities far away, 

A falcon sail'd majestic in my view : 

This w'ay and that he turn’d his peering head 
(Like a I)esioger in juiaceful town). 

Keen and sagacious, bent on shedding blood :— 
llcrein, said 1 , doth God proclaim Himself; 
IMending His excellence in varied powers 
All tending to some purpose apt and wisi*. 

All object answiT’(V and an end attain'd ; 

^ ea, more than man seeing can comprehend, 

Or, comprehending, can admire <*nough. 

Being a brighter image last design’d 

And forn.'d to rule and govern ; b«* obey'd 

By all earth’s creatures, subjects of His will. 

I doubt not God's cxisti^nce nor His power. 
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Am touch’d wth reverence, and touch’d with love. 
Tlic p;oldcii mazes of the serpent’s scales 
Diizzlin;:' the li^ht and foiling the sun’s beams, 
Odours of vioh'ls blooming in the spring. 

The bird that chuck'lelh in the nniskv vale. 
Silence and sound, the tranquil light and shade. 
The orient sunflower, and the blossom’d spray. 
The dell and mountain, water bosom’d wide. 

In wordless eIoqu<‘nee unto the heart 

Speak of sweet grace, and ]K»wer, and beauty rare. 

Clod did dcwscend to form such excellence; 

\V<» must ascend to coinpreliend it done. 

Then what is lie who mniildctli rdl these things, 
Merely, as ’twere, fuj exercise of truth '? 

And what are we who look on them and die ? 
The children of IIis mercy I nor hjrloru 
And cold into our bosoms will return 
Our mortal yearnings, seeing w»‘''re allied 
To all the truth and beautv He has made : 

K<»r He who fashioriM ns from forth His love. 
Made ns so fair, s\irronnded us with good, 

Out of ills love will think of us in death. 

J A(’Oii 

Joseph, my eoinfort, thou !)eguil’st mine car— 
Yea, and my eyes of some few gentle drops : 

1 bless thee from the middle of my heart. 

Yet, Joseph, there is oin* thing far above 
Matters extern and objects of the view 7 
It is, the mind of man, frank fellowship; 

A fair affection brac'd and bounded in 
By honesty and love, in word and deed— 

Yea, more, in thought and look,—yea, further still. 
E’en in the faintest limits of surmise : * 

Never to bear thy neighbour liard in hand, 
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Nor break thy faith, nor trespass on hfs peace; 
So as thou hop'st the Power above will deal 
With mercy to thine imbecility. 

This must be thine ; then will thy hours be glad, 
•foyful thy days, thy years be lung and full: 
Calamity, the giant of the earth, 

Will know thee free, and veil his iron club. 
Saying to sorrow, * Visit not that nmn. 

He looks beyond us :—111 men fear his frown ; 
All good tongues drop of manna to his praise.' 

Josicrn 

Years and desire, conducting in their hands 
Knowledge and wisdom, will sow full my limn 
With the fresh seeds of this most ruling truth ; 
And God, the master both of it and us, 
kSeeing a simple and a willing child, 

As hclph^ss as a flower in the blast, 

Will give me patience to sustain those rubs 
That stand betwixt a mortal and his grave. 

Jacob 

Amen ! Amen ! Oh, Joseph ! what a joy 
Thy w'ords diffuse^ovt?r my hitter life. 

Thy voluble tongue, sweet as a viol play’d 
To heavenward anthems in a mellow eve, 

Lives in iny eontcmplation with delight. 

Thy tongue is but the scholar of thy heart, 
Repeating faithfully what that records. 

JosEPir 

Sooth, there is no such merit in all this 
(Though to do duty claimetli some fair praise); 
For merit breedeth its own sweet reward, 

Ab vice and folly do their sting and chains. 
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The litirc coramorcc I liavc had doth show 
There is an honest beauty in the world, 

Whieh he who loves, is lov’d a^ain by it; 
Reflectinpr, like an angel, in such sort 
The merit, worth, and value of our deeds. 

As evil never knows, nor e’er can taste ; 
Therefore ’lis wise and gainful to be just,— 
Bringing so large a price as fair content 
(A brooding dove within a ])alient heart). 

JAfon 

Live faithful to tliis ])recej)t, and be great,— 

( 3 o to thy brethren (<lovvn in Shechein’s vales 
They keep their henls tliis day) and bring me word 
How they have found the. pastures and the. springs ; 
And if their cattle thrive upon the ground. 

Josnrn 

Thy blessing.- 1 am gone. 

[Exeunt Ja^ou and Joseph sn'eralhj. 

Scene III.— A Talc at Dothan, 

Reuben, Simeon, Levi, Judat, Issaciiar, Zebu- 
LUN, Dan, Naphta LI. us iihepherds. 

Reiben 

This Dothan pleases me: the air is sweet; 

The plain brow'd by the aljiiue forest round 
Escapes the burning glances of the sun ; 

The faded leaves of autuinn nourish it. 

Laid by the wind like summer’s winding-sheet, 
Begetting vigorous substance for the spring, 

So that the herbage and the greener food 
Thrive within r.inkiicss. 
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Zedulun 

The grass is thick with flowers upon crisp stalks 
Full of the juicy virtue's of the place : 

A rainbow garland for the brow of spring 
With globed clover full of honey-dew 
And sweeter than the cowslip. 

ISSAC'IIAR 

It is well : 

Hut I prefer the hardier inountiiin side, 

That’s dry and bleak and rough and barely 
clad.— 

The sickly flowers of the o’er-inoiaten’d flats 
But pulp your cattle with a sullen rot. 

This guarding wood fencing the rush of wind 
Still keeps the evil close about their hides ; 

The hollow blast that rolls about the hills 
Would blow them whole and hardy. 

Napiit.au 

Was it not 

In some such place as this, since many years. 
When we were taking honey through the woods, 
Some dozen wolveg, whettiiig their gory fangs. 
Had got about a heifer hunted down 
And mangled to the bones : then we leapt in 
And with our travelling staves with iron heads 
Gave buttle to them, having made a ring ; 

And, spite of savi^e opposition, 

We put such inettlu in our dangerous play. 

As slew them all ? 


Dan 

I do remember, too, 

That Reuben had a cloak made of their skins 
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In honour of our sport; or rather that 
Wo thought him coward, and to trembling given, 
But found tlin sinew's of his courage grew 
Stronger with danger ; for tliat Tssaehar 
Being beset, liaving more w'ork than hands, 

He leapt iiito the peril, and thereby 
Jiraw'ing their fury eliituly on himself 
Defeated it. 


Tssaciiar 

It was brave work, 1 swear. 
Simeon 

No, do not so. 

TssAcn.vr; 

What ? 


Simeon 

Swear : Reserve thy oath ; 
For lo ! now by the brow' of yonder hill 
(^oines one who more deserves it at your hands 
Than idle though is. 

ISSACIIAR* 

T had no oath to sw'car; 

Or if I had, whoe’er he be that eomes, 

It could not 1)0 forestall'd. I have no feud. 

No quarrel now in hand with any man. 

Simeon 

Bethink thee, and then look. 

Zebulen 

’Tis Joseph comes! 
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ISSACHAR 

If it be RO, I do rrcall my peace; 

Not leaving so much to niy inip[crs’ ends 
As keeps the stone from Hyinj; from my hand. 
What then ? Arc wo not even to be fear’d '# 
Why comes he here to tremble our repose ? 

SiMKON 

Oh! what cares he. ? Our hate and his content 
Arc bond and free : we ever bound to frown, 
While he is pleas'd to smile because we frown. 
He doth usurp our place and privilejre, 

Counting th(3 dew-drops of our cares and pains 
With young and wanton eye. most like unto 
Some steward’s son : keeps lent within the shade. 
Or when the day is damp or overcharg'd. 

Or the presumfitnoiis sun looks hotly out, 

And airs for appetite in soothing eves, 

Whicli needs is sickly, being got as *tis, 

Of idleness, not sweating industry ; 

Wherefore his disbea must be ni<’ely sauc’d, 
W'hilc wc crib in the hedge, and dip ut springs. 

• , IssAniAK 

1 love my dog somewhat, for he will share 
My watchfulness and palienee ; but were he 
To have reserv’d, the profit of my thrift, 

The BW'ect and priceless virtue of my gains. 
House in a cage (ff gold, and on the woof 
Of soft Egyptian cloth, supinely stretch’d, 
blumbcr in gorged sloth, w'hilc I was tim’d 
To face the elements,—I could not loathe 
Ilia carnal and detested privilege 
More than I do this brother Joseph’s face. 

Who looks so sightly on oiy* grievances. 
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* Simeon 

Yonder he comes. Look at him, Issachar. 

How merry and how wayward in his walk, 
Poising his staff for very idleness. 

Issachar 

My eye already douins him.—It is he. 

Naphtali 

That coat of many rolonrs which he wears, 
Spotted about witii our dear father’s love. 

Is foully spotted ; for in every one. 

A favour sticks that *s gather’d at our hand. 
And in its place neglei t and scorn are left, 
Making him rich and })ruud in the array 
That's borrow'd of our sinilos and tcinperancc. 

Dan 

Our coals be of one colour,—.so should his. 

1S.SA('1IAU 

AVhy let it then, nor iniiruble o’er your wrongs 
Like feeble woine.n at a friend’s decease ; 

But raise your hands and brush your grief away. 
That coat he honoureth with all his heart 
Should wear its livery. If it were steep’d 
In sundr}’ drops of blood let loose from thence. 
Its eoloiir were more comely to our eyes. 

A puling, whimpering boy—ho is no more— 

And he to keep our number on the fret 
AVith all this bone and sinew on our side !— 

I have no j'atience that wc are so tame ! 

Dan 

Go to ! 1 am not tame—that’s not my case. 
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Nor mine. 


Levi 

Nor mine. 


Simeon 

And yet IIma is nof. rill. 

Some little we could bear and wink upon : 

To be the puppet of our father's a^e, 

Keep house, the stores oVrIook, the vintapes ; 
All nice cmployinciits (far t-oo nire for us) : 

Yet, with a stretch of j)atiencc this could pass. 
And he niipht live, and we could bear his sipht;— 
Not 80 w'heii, thus o'ersurfeit<‘d with ease, 

He takes exceptions t(» our wearied worth, 

And Bleeps to dream that we are but his slaves. 
Must all bow down and kiss the earth to him ; 
In rousing visions artfully contriv'rl 
That throw a glory round about himself. 

Casting on us the shadow of cr)ti1empt ; 

Poor worms that crawl about in Heaven's face 
Most disobediently to plague his eye. 

We arc not fit forjieaven or earth, forsootli, 
While he *8 the dainty image of tlie w'orhl. - 
This Joseph dreams that we are slaves to him ; 
Our sire cries, ‘Well—ah w'ell ; it must be true, 
For Joseph, whom I love of all my sons, 

Hath found it in his sleep.’ 

ISSACHAR 

He feeds too well; 
lie is tou full of blood, too sleek and fair, 
Whereof these fat and oily thoughts are bred ; 
We’ll purge them off by letting forth his blood. 
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And, knowing; that ho loves t6 sleep and dream. 
Forget the. stop, and let him bleed to death. 

RErnGN {Aside. 

What shall I do alone ainonir these rurs ? 

To tight against them were to lose us both ; 

To weep were but to play a fec-lile part,— 
Kxeite their inirtli, ami move lliem to contempt; 
Unless, indeed, each tear that I h‘t fall 
Would prove a knotty club (ah, that it could !). 
Surely, my brothers, } on an* not so bad, {Aloud. 
So bloody, so uiinaturally given, 

To wish to j)aii]t your envy-cliaseJ chei‘ks 
In the deep crimson that sustains the life 
i)[ him, 3 ’(nir brutliea* and 3 ^uur father's son ! 

IsSACHAIt 

You maj' try, Reuben ; 1 will not be mov’d. 
Your tongue’s a ])i|>e that unto this old tunc 
K'en playeth by itself ; we’n* tir'd of it, 

([ marvel much that it was mute so long); 

15ut sitli we heed it not, why, let it play. 


Rkibicn 

Oh, Issachar and brethn'ii ! Do but think 
How noble, now that you have got revenge 
Close in ^’oiir j)alms, ’twoiild be in you to say 
(Turning sweet pity to your gentle hearts), 

‘ Our brother wrongs us ; but the boy is young. 
And 3 'ears will teaeh him how to honour us 
For our forbearance and superior pow'cr. 

Our father, too, whose grief will bruise his heart, 
Ijosing the llow’er that his eye did love,— 

Shall we not think of him and spare his son ? 
He thought of us., and kept us in the way 
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Of indostTy, whiclf leads to happiness; * 

And since but prattling children at liis knees 
Up to this hour, save only in this thing. 

Hath shar’d his pleasure and his hopes with us; 
And with that stulT with which his bosoni swells, 
JjOVA and afTection, hath 1>eguil<‘d our days; 
Making our path of life both ])l:iiii and sniuotlip 
For his sake therefore we will s])aro his s»»ii ; 
For ours, that iu the many years to conn* 

AVc may contciiin remorse, and live ut peace.* 

ISSACIIAU 

Double excitement jilavs upon my frame, 

For, Simeon, 1 am famisliM with this air ; 

Shall we browse first un fu'.al, or on revenge ? 

ItlOl'lJKN 

doin one t)f you a gentle breath with min** : 
You’ll gain more happin*\ss in Joseph’s love 
Thau sullen joy in his destruetiou. 

J L'DAtl 

Not 1, indeed : I value not his love 
At the poor siftings of our granary. 

SiMKON 

Heuben, lie doth contemn us of his birth ; 

For ns th** virtues and the evils <ift 
Descend from sire to son, so he doth take 
\ deep exreption to onr fellowship, 

That was deerei;d him ere he was begot. 

Uachel, the beanliful (as she was call’d), 
Despis'd jur mother Leah, for that she 
Was tender-ey’d, leaii-favour'd, and did lack 
The pulpy ripeness sw'clling the white skin 
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To nlcrk proportions boautifurancl round, 

With wriiiklrd joints ho fruitful to th** eye. 

All tlii.i is fair: and yrt wo know it trim 
That 'nonth a fxunano l)roa<it ami snowy sirlo 
A lioart of piilo and f.iNohood may ho hi<l, 

Ah wrll as wImto iho soil is di-opor tinci\— 

So liorc with tins Hanio Rarhrl was it found : 
'I'ho ilini hliio lari'-il voin’i on oillinr hrow, 

Noath tho Ir.iri'^pari'iit skin iiwMiidfrinuf. 

That \%illi lhi‘ silvrry-IiM\oil Ii!y vn d ; 

Ilor full dark ovo, w]io«<‘ Innjliliii'-s gliatcn'd 
t hroiiudi 

Tho salilo hi'^lioH soft a« « aniol-hair : 

Hfr slantinc' lioa<l rurvM liko tho in.-iidori moon 
An<l hnni:: with hair luxuriant as a \ino 
And hlaokor than a storm ; hor roniuliMl car 
Turn'd liko a slioll uj»on somm* ijnldi'n shore ; 

Ilor whispiTint; foot th.it c.irrifd all ht‘r weight. 
Nor loft its litth* jiroj-'-un* on tho .'•and : 

Hor lip.H a.s tlniwsv poppio-, >«»ff and n d. 
toiihoring a dow from Iht i''«-.ipin^ hn-.ilh ; 

Ilor void' nif'lodioii.-, molhiw. ilooji. and clear, 
l.iTigonng hko .swi'ot inn-n- in tin* o.ir ; 

Hor nook o'or^ofioiiM Ido- to un.-unn'il curd; 
Ifor tapering lint/ors roiimh’d to a point ; 

Tho silken softno.'^s of her voiiiod h.ind ; 

Hor dimjjlod kniii-klo.H nn.’^wfring to ht*r chin; 
And tooth liki' honoycoinhs o’ the \^ildorncs3: 
.‘Ml those did tend to a had ,>n'of in hor.— 

For armed thu.s in hoauty she ilid steal 
The oyo of dacoh to her jiropcr self. 

Kni:ro.ss'd his time, and kojit him hv her side, 
('asting on Loah indiiTiTome and ncylcct ; 
Whereat great Hee.ven took our mother'part 
And struck voung Kacliel with a barrenness. 
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While she bore rhildron : thus the matter went; 
Till Rarhel, feeling guilty of her fault. 

Turn'd to some poniliMu*e, whieh Heaven hoard; 
And then she bore this .lo^^eph, who nuisr. and does, 
Inherit townnU (he ehildrcn all the ]>ri(le 
And seorn his iikiIIiit had lowarils our niuther i — 
Wherefore ho sulTers in our just rehuhe. 

Hi:ritKN 1.1/fM/«*. 

iSo : if they date tlieir grief from fhirtv years, 
And slur the very beauties of tin* dead 
To prove. ?oni«‘ eaii-^e ^\hy tfiev in.iy hate enough, 

I may go prat«‘ uutu a wateifall. 

[f they would ehange their pitv fur tin* gall 
Of some wiM tiiriT, 1 had heiier lui|ieH 
To toueh their hosoins with (‘oin|)a^>i(iii 
Hy pitiful c’oiiipl.lints and (.Muitle words : 

For when an e^il tieed is thus aiirn,i''h. 

The W'ill predominant the judgement, hliiuls ; 

And hi! who si'eks to lay it \%ith advif-e 
Feeds atir] provokes it to a pride of pr)wer 
Which nothing hut siifn'rior pfiwer eaii tame. 

The will dfidi push it.self hc'Viind itself, 

And full of madness doth provtike to ire 
Hy its *)wn act, to*fret and rarv; a way 
To all destruetioii. M<*r»-y is but a sjiur 
To goad on faster to its red de.*iigti ; 

And sense h'erls on the senses. To te]| tleun plain 
what tliey are. Advise them of tln‘ir 
Expose thems<*l\e.s unto their firoper ey**, 

Were just, and yet not wise. It were, ind(*ed, * 
By coding a contempt iifxiii themselve.^i. 

To put tnein furioii.^^iy to hate the truth ; 

Boeing that Virtue never looks .so ill 
Unto the eve <if Viee (that’s .«i< k of gou<]) 
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As whcr* it i^'mpU it to rebuke itself. 

And to rp5!fM-< t the <d»jeot of its srorn.-- 
'Tis here the villain di>ih put on his eap. 

And p]iiin(“4 him proiirliv on his tyranny. 

More virlm* L’etn more jiasnion ; pi'nitciicc 
Sit'^ all forlorn ln-foro tin' nrnn'-d will, 

(Niiitonipt and malice iH-ine iK ci's.sarv. 

S»j this youii^r Ikjv’s .•'iMi[i!ielry would be 
A Rre^itiT mark to tt rnpl the aveTi;:in;x knife 
'I'liiin fill tli*‘ j.'rief they bo.ir-t. Ibid p.issions aro 

(like H pnflilic fwti'on in tli'‘ blonil, 

AikI t*row iif their own iioiiri.''hmeiit so fast, 
'I'hat all the man but. livi-^ unto the «Mid 
To winch they point. Whenci* ran the sweetness 

come 

Of living to do \ilely ^ For flie thinj; 

We ilo otirselves, in others we should sworn ; 

Yet ill ourselves 'ti.s woi-'.hipjtM ns iv God 
M’o whom we s.icniii e. Ala« ! it i'^ 

A wav to me ino.st crta>ked and tinlearn’d. 

Koar is tin* oitiy thiiiL' to make tlioiu blench— 
1 would it tliUlideiM ! 

Si M TON' 

The luii.-'inp; UeiibiMi nieduati’s :omc stop. 

IssAOiiAi: 

Oh, let him muse ! ■ his mo^t vexation is 
Only a ^nat imti> a lion's ('..r ; 

He will nut wail so loinl to wake us up. 

IHcflSEN 

Ve bearded men. with nervous, sinewy limbs!— 
Ve denii-iziaiits ! wln^ fn-ui for:;ine breasts 
To.>s thruui*h constrained nostrils splenetic Mrinds! 
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Ye flfaepherdfl, and younR herdsmen of tlfe valo !— 
i)h, Jacob's sous and Joseph's brethren ! 

Have yo no trembliiijr ? Have yo not a fear, 
Ya heartless butrliers of Ibis patient lamb. 

That star-blasts will strike thntu'^h you where you 
nro» 

Or the speU'il quaking of the tremulous earth 
Swallow you whole in its remorseless womb f 
Think ye thiise ])looflie<l hands \m11 not draw slant 
The storiu-bolt in its fury, spili* of prayers i 
Oh, think, ye men i-i>ndeinn'd ! the hand uf Goil 
Is open, ample, mereifid, and just. 

And doth o'l'rbiirthen liuinan love with ^ood ; 
But it in also valiant, ^re.&t. aitd wise, 

And with a rod of lire doth sr'oiir;!e thr)se slavea 
Who take the life of man, and jil-iy with Idood. 

that lie sp<ires you and lie lets you live ; 
Your days to r<»iiie are n»lt«‘n at the rore : 

Your nieiimrv would fear its exereise ; 

Y« ivotiUl hate food, for it sustain'd your lives* 
And proun in luMvines-', ami weep and wail. 

Till you shall find some, eavo wherein to die, 
And end a forfeit life of .slothful pain. 

Oh, Iflsaehar ! iiiv Jirother, is it not. 

Better to stop and .shun the ]>uni.7hment, 

And live to love ami honour thy old a^e, 

And find a ^rave out through the joys of life ? 

What think'tit thou ?- 

/ 

] SS A ('ll All 

Why, that iny hand is stroneer than thy tongue. 

Bkciikn 

Your thou^sht.s are liki' an e;;^, that's hard to hatch. 
Part blood and vapour, uik^ a callous mass. 
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SiMKON 

Our KnnscH tin* of wnifinK on thy tonpuf*. 

Nor an* our pii'-Moii'i in ;i. 1 think, 

For i«ij« li hlvf ; s«i wi* m^ithrr fear 

N«>r |oVi‘ iJiV in*lifTi*n*iit, 

Kiit think lli'‘o fool, .'ind wcaktT than a child 
In ( vil that thon niiL'hlc.st mil. 


I sy A'11 All 

A little honrv will not i.ifch <M<r wit: 

A hltli* fi'ar v\ill lu'Vrr ycaii' our will. 

Si Mi:oN 

We will no lon;:er linjMT o'er this deed. 

l.'-SAl IfAK 

lint dll It. ‘iiMi* oi'ca'^ion is at hand. 

Kr.rnicN 

Will vou ht.tnd in tlie Ii;:htnin;’ when 'tis done ? 

1SSA<JI.MI 

Let th.i! appear- [/infer .loSEPB. 

Here i>i the j;entle youth— 

Art thou not w<':iry, .lo'>eph, with thy walk ? 

SlMKON . 

Ave, is inv hrother ? Will he take inv stool 1 

ISSAIHAR 

Why, what brou'jht yon pot^l heart, my merry boy. 
To pear<'h iis out i Sun'ly voii thou'iht us sick 
At heart to have your jiraeioiis eonipany. 
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Levi 

How could our father spare you from his sij^ht ? 
1 marvel he should let \ou travel thua 
Throuffh loDj; and dangerous tracks ; yet at your 
age 

I was sent furih, imr wind nor we.ither stcK>d 
I^twixt n»y l.ihmir arid iny j4)urnev's end. 
liut you’re more rhniee, are iinnle of rarer stuff, 
FashionM for si)iiie ^reat end, and should he kept 
With uirest <’are from dangers most remote. 


JriiAH 

Though T enihrare vtu; tiof, Iu-Hj-vp me. youth, 
l*ni glad you are am<iiej»t \it^ -and aloin'. 


And so am I. 


Zkiulun 


Dan 

Iiideeil 'lis kinilly done. 

To tenijd fatigue, h*aving tliy siiifiking meat 
To dip with us anil eat of our eohl fan* ; 

It argues love and eiin4|e.«ifn'nitu> fiiii* 

In one wlio liV4's .S4i f.dr ami lies ,S4> soft 
And hath sin h p.iinptTing dreams of Ins great 
worth. 

To visit such 4lull h4*r4lsm4*n a.s ours4-Ivi*-<. 

Living by eoinmon nnMiis t4) (Munnion eiids. 

Who have hut hardily .simple things t4) giV4*, 
Unworthy one so ni4'e ami rhoirsdy hr4Ml, 

Who needs niu.'it seurn our single-euloiirM eoats. 


JosK.rif 

\Vhat«Vr .*oii mean, 1 thank vuii, hrethreri. 

* -r ' 

Our sire conirnamh'd nn* t^j u.se my speed 
To go and dine with him. , 
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IssArnAR 

1 thought as much. 

Naphta LI 

And will you ?-i?, will fat** prrmit ? 

Did you nr'iT droain lluit we have l»*avc of fata 
■ 

To piit lii« mailtIr cm invisilily 

And use his wanri and pow^r ? -In south, I’m glad| 

Vca it delights me iniieh to see yuu here. 

JOSKPII 

I am no judge of art ; nor ran I find 
Why you should use n to a hov like me ; 

And yet your speeeh of love anil tenderness 
Sounds hollow, faithless, and unnatural. 

Issaciiah 

Ila ! Are you sure of llnit i perchance you dream. 

[.Strides Atm. 


JoSKPII 

t)li, cruel Issai'har ! — 1 ^mII ni>t weep. 

No, though my eyi*s luirn tip, 1 will not weep- 

ISSACHAR 

A \ ision clouds them o’er. 

Simeon 

Alas ! poor boy ! 

What shame and anger llusii at once his chedc! 
1 needs must pity him : and yet I think 
This side is livid and of sadder hue, 

8o that it shames its fellow, Atm. 
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RcrnEN 

Hateful curs ! 

ZKnru’N 

Oh, fie! to let this reverend youth stniid thus, 
No taller than our L'irdles. Sri him up 
Upon tho highest stool, that lie may look 
More than our equal, and more like himself. 

In his next ronmieree with his heavenly guide, 
Perchance he'll throw an idle word away 
Tending to favour us. 

Li:vi 

In hopes when^if, 

Bcin;:; exalted thus. 1 how my kin-e 
Before thee—l*ri»phet ! 

Zi:r.ULt:N 
Hail, Prophet! 

Dan 

Hail ! 

•NAniTALl 

All hail ! 

iSlMKON 

Here, I have patln*^'d thi-e u crown of wends ; 
Thou may*st not stoop—Pll put it on thy head. 

JoSKI'H 

Oh, mean and vieioua ! Oh, yc savage men! 

Is.SAC IIAK 

Ho! stop his mouth—and not let him speak. 
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^IMKON 

Swpr^t inmuf*! Rrrrot. c horton at Ood’a hand, 
i)iit of tliv' fjniro and wondrous (rnMtneaa hear. 
And loMniiL'. ur.irit. a liiKin to onr who tnopls 
AfifJ nlrnnst kiM.'U'H t)iv ins|Mrf'd foot. 

I pray lt*f mm* !ivp upon tln-^ I'.irfli. 

Anfl tliia air and noiirrdi nn* with food 2 

Whnh iM-iii;; ^raiiti'd, 'lis noi lit. 

'riiat oni* .HO niiMh an 1 should dwell and livo 

ltpn«*al}i the .Hairu* nxif with thv holitiosK. 

•• ^ 

l,rt nil* ff»inrn«'iul thy purify to h'Mvcn, 

TliP proper hou.'-e for <in“ sit far divine ; 

Uiit. hitli thou eaiiHt. not rnliT there with lifp, 

1 will roinniit. the ait of love 1 owe. 

And lit thee for thy journey. 

D \v 

Ilow he holds 

lli.s .stiihlwir:. coiirai'e .H\MUiii>' in hii eye! 


hrvi 

N-iw Would III* .su.'i'lv hr.Sill ». if I'.e f oiiM. 

droAii 

See what .i .Hfori’ of u.ill Jie l,.!*^ ri"i‘rvM 
To s.nui' In-t priile wlieii he >lioiiM i oine to power. 

Zkioijn 

Ue handit'.s .M'orti for 

1> w 

We were all dead. 

Did hut hi-i iridiraflull .‘•erve him. 
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Naputali 

Slave! 

Lkvt 

A minion—a virifULs uiinutn ! 

■Tidah 

lio! |irot(y (-.mt. 

Zlihi.in' 

Vou (Ire.unrr! 

.li’iJAir 

Wt^y ! 

/nif’i.vN 

Call down your Wlu ri* 'l^ your il»-iiy ? 

Jr DAI! 

Impuiient boy ! 

Dan' 

rrf‘.’*i!7ri[»llions ' 
hi VI 

l)i.sibiiiiful ! 

Natiitam 

Pzoud to thy brt‘lijr<’ii ! 

I'^At'ITAR 

No iiior<' riown with him! 
JoSKI'M 

Great God! Y(2 will not iniardt*r me 1 
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Ask our clubs. 


ISSAC'lIAfi 

Oh, liO! 


8jMF.r>N 

Strike him <lowii ! 
RkI’ULS' 

HulJ : 


»; 

Iluld ! Hold ! 


SlMKoN 

Keep Reuben nr (br.vti with him as well. 

I.KVl 

Let luosc the doj^s on him. 

l.SSA( IIAK 

He warn'd—be warn'd. 
Rei'iien 

Dear I.s'sach.nr ! one word ---Swret Simeon ! but 
one - 

If J cxeeeti a minute in inv «pi'ei !i 
Knock nut my brains -let me h<ive ili.it, 1 pray,— 
1 see when men are bent mi shejdinu' Idood, [Aside, 
Like A vast eiiiniie (hat hatli many works 
Turn’d by a master-\vhei‘l, lliev’re fnn ’d to WTcncli 
And chafe their euurajie to the hi;:hest pitch. 
There’s a prelusive pause that harbours fear 
About this yeasty work in** to tin- act— 

A sort of lot that shuns its premises; 

And so that they could wipe the stain away 
They wouhl be >:lad to find the object gone; 
The breast reliev'd fiom its prodigious freight). 
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And no blood sticking on them. How ik ibis— 
The cause, niy brain, and the preventive uicanA T— 
Quick—quick.—The will is but a coward at 
V heart;— 

iless 'tin dc:if and savaf^o Ilk*' a beast'.**, 
lylere coiKseiiMtcc wakes the will sins itn its kiioes) 
-And lark of riMison u[>iiii nature art mu 
Doth force a cuiiraue that is bold and fai.so, 
That gathers res*du1ioTi in tlie dark. 

Like a bliinl giai-.t hungry for revenu*'- 
Teach but the will a wav to art in full 
Upon the object without shedding blood. 

And reason then look.s in on prejiirlirv ; 

And reason will not h-t man murder inJin. 

Why, then, the cuw.ard shows hiin'-i-lf, and puts 
The secret knife, into its sheath a*jain ; 

(•feat Coiisrienre is tANk-inasfiT to the will. 

And lets it forth us iiumi hold b«'ars in <diains 
To have tln'in bark, uiel whip tlteiii at the fault 
They would not I'iiri! if he were snatch'd to heaven, 
And send no envy tJtcr. 

Ia.SA4'IIAK 

Come, Reuben, wu'U* thy .•speech. 

iSlUEON 

And be not tedious. 


My brethren, you mistake ; 1 do not plead 
For Joseph's life : I have no Hin h intent. 

Your general judgcinont and your stronger power 
Teach me much greater wisdom. This 1 say : 
It were a pity to shed Jo.Hcpii’s blood, 

And put toe crimson .stain upon your hand.s. 
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When y*}\\ have pa.'«icr and iMifor means 
To work your will on him and ratise his death. 

on tin* nf thi* wil*lr*rnrja 

Thorc yawjM a danji^Tinis and d^dviVl pit. 

From whirli no man alivi* can make esrapo, 

fh'f'p, and d.irk, and holK^w on all sides! 
Now, siiir-f‘ voii Hrr>rn to think tlie hov d«!Sorves 
At. all your haiid.K a fat.il ])uni'ihniont. 

Suppose you }iini down info tltis hole, 

Aiel let )iim [>fri.''h ; iIm'M rhaix'e and time must 
shan* 

With you what hl.inif tlu-r.'* inav he in tlio act; 
For liiinunT kills hiiri in thi.s (nol you. 

I.ssArnA!: 

What .‘<av voii, Siineoii ^ 

SlMI'.ON 

It i^ a tempt ini! pit. 

I know it \\"11 a p.inlher lay then* Uti: — 

.A very t4Min»tiri'j: |ut ! 

UKi'itr.N' 

III your old ai:»', whi*n thi.^ tlerre firrV hiirnt- OUt, 
Ami *h.irrM aslics s<.i?ti-rd to the winds, 
Your niemory will hreail'.i* un.staiii'd with blood. 

IssAfHA:: 

Then he it so. 

SiMKON 

He will have time to pray. 

And sleep, and dream, ai'.d hear hoa.>t.a Itowl, and 
t hink 

Dll the .-'pii/d iiie-.-i at home. 
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Levi 

1 wish you joy 

Of your good fortune bIuco you rose this morn. 

Dan 

Comfort go i^ith you. 

Nat'htalt 

sny I. 

JoSElMt 

Oil ! Issiichiir ! 


Is.SArirAii 

Br - ;i\v.iy wifh Iiini. 

SiMKON, Znu i.rN, (jn>i Nai'IITAl.1, 
(M:arintj JdSKrit nftt. 

Kkiiu-.n |.I.viV/p. 

Thank Hcavi*n this giios wril ■ if iny <lr!*i;;ii 
Hold out as lirnily as it h.i^ 

I shall have li:itn‘«| ftf fii«'ii, 

Have savM inv liTfitluT fur ruir fatluT’s anus. 
And spar'd hiiii all that heavy wei^dit of p^nef 
That neeils iriiist h.firj ahmit, liis Jusfjdra ;'r:vve. 
God's hand be with me still! |AVtf. 

1 ssa( hah 

Gome, let us spread •the clMth ami eat id bri'ad : 
Kc!tch the dried li^'s and grapi*-*, east th»‘ .sharp needs 
From pcelM jioini-j/ranate.s ripe arid red a.s fire, 
To ease our rhard blood. Appetite\s in the air.* 

Dan 

Lei us be glad and light of heart to-day ; 

Our enemy hath failed in }.i> craft. 
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And wir at are rij^htcd of our wrongs.— 

Who killd the kid ? 


Lkvi 

That fdi.i!! he Judah's carc. 
While I go gather wnod to make a fire. 

fasten, give ear ! 1 tlimi'jht T heanl a bell^ 

And now uLMin drifri-d with the Jiir 
That luirnes from the 

Pan 

What frajrr.inee sweet 

|)o(h sltiinher on the hi>som <»f tin* wind 

As it heavrs w«*stward ! .'^iihtle and fresh it is« 

As rn h as thovers, and le^s sirkly Ion, 

Like uintiiient on an alt.ir tlnit is forc'd 

PiV Bat'll lit'M il: lire, ami lit for Iloaveii 
* 

Tu 8ta<.>|> ami hreathe iipim. 

JrOAH 

Till* iinei'lN* hair 

(My father luM me when I, was a child) 

is hung with di*\iv much Itki- the seedy pearls. 

And of an cs-;eiic€' rari*r tlian tin* siveeta 

That the winds gather in hiL’h siimnier's tide; 

Jsiindy one Mu-h invi^ihly hath pass'd 

And Hhook his dripping feat hors o'er our heads; 

For nothing eUo could taste so line as this.— 

Jh\N 

Yonder's a storm of dust. What rattle, now— 
What horiNmon may these be f Strangers are 
come ; 
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And tbifl fine porfuiuc that doth greet as hath 
Escap'd from spico and aixunatu* gums. 

Their prerioas freight from isles afar remote,— 
The herald of their pn^iiress. for it still 
Flics on iM'fore. Ij*> ! fruni ihi'i hank I see 
Swarthy F*i!y|iii:ins. yelluw as their gold. 
Tracking their way uloitg the innuiitaiirs side 
Riding on nniles ; anil like the fleeting rloiul 
Their inaiifles hang about them loose and free ; 
While overheatl a nainil of plaited eam* 

Ifl hold to intereept the burning snn ; 

And the grey dog'*, lolling their blem hed t<»ngiies. 
Slink ’neatli the earavan**. vith travel griev’d, 
llicir rainel** all have bolls about their nerkn, 
Making a merry nni'-ii' they gn, 

Slow-footing 'iii'iith a wright of pa('kages. 

That, nii-ely rai'*’'!, like to square towers show. 
The drornedarit'S seem to sleep and walk. 

And move, as they loiild » ri'ep on thus for ever. 
Karncss'd they an* lii w.iggons inailc of cano 
{The light reei-ptaele of r.iritii'H 
To grace the p.il:if * rd some foreign king) 
t']K>n low wlieeN, bi'St.kill’d of iMtlier soil, 
iaghtly aiintaiii'd, sg urc from fiMTthrow, 

Their lighter ear:/i> so dispos'd with art 
To gather power fr4Uii the, propelling wind. 

Lkvi 

And bear they d<}v\n thh way ? 

Dan 

To our very tent! • 

* 

ISSACHAK 

They must be merchant travelling from the cast 
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That turn tL«*ir poods to profitable coin. 

And wander thus to cities far away, 

Heokinp to rai-<e fli^ir fortuin's on the waxita. 

Or else de«ires, of wt-althy <itizcns. 

I)a.n* 

All^eit *lis a ri'h life, th'iT.'h d in;;eroii'. 

Lkvi 

'riial *H not thi‘ br->t ii-tr '.Mif t. it not brave 
To Hi'i* str:int:<» join witJi nianv men 

Of ni.iny (-onntrie^. lo.Ior* in wall'd rilies. 

And rinx in tliroii'if'i Mid '/atherM I'ornpanics ; 
iS<‘4* Ihrir rejoic in»;'C, .ind laws, 

^J'hcir rraftsrnrii. iikj'I" of labour, and iifTairs ; 

To liiMr thi'ir miL’iiiL' and tlnir miiistn'Uy ; 

'IVi pl«:ir"‘ tin* rvi* with habitH of briitht huc, 
Witli sjufft**, find ^hoW'i. and pnblir sunriliccj 
Krlii\s of am i«*nt davs. and iiiiMi-at'arnis, 

And prii'sls, ai.d olliteis of liijh d»-*^rrc. 

And t»> bi'holil a kiii*/ ( Tlii' somewhat; 

More wilt'll tlie pro'ii! of the jtiurm*y pays 
Vour hl)i*rty and hvim.' in the ! md. 

And Kendn you lionn* inon* i:i!d'il with their f^old 
Than is tlie bee from riMn lie' sniiibiwer. 

And yet, imam, in :ill tin* e jiuirneyiims 
'I'hey dod;^e about bet\vi*en fell I).in*J!er’s 
Who iininv times steps over them, and puts 
11 is foot ao near them that they sh.tke with it.— 
H'en in their safety lliev Intve "rievanccs; 

As, risk bolonjine tt» eommodiiy ; 

.And storms, and wexirme^s, lijnl toilsome ways. 
And I'hokiiie ilu-t. and dull iminotonics, 

And seareiiy of rivers aiio of s)irini!!* 

Wherein they j'eri;'li of a feverish death. 
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Bar’d to the eleiurnta, and fretted aoro* 

By ever aickening for the journey'a end. 

Or ere it ia bopuii. Tru.st me, indeed, 

IM rather be a Iterdoinan in this vale 
Than take the l\i 1 with the nowltv. 

ISS At'll AII 

1 cannot say 1 would. 

.li'DAir 

A ;rood thought this.— 
M*crc it iif'l belter that these mm should take. 
Our brother .lo.^t'jih. sold into (lieir hands, 

And leave liiin bondniun in .soiik* ilisUint hin<l ? 
Then do we Ve.ipe at onee his bhtoil and death 
(Which surely will rebuke u.«, bi-in^ his flesh), 
And he nuiv take W'hat fortune he inav iind. 
l.iving KO far from us, he is as flead, 

And W'e are freerl fumi his dcte.sted sii'ht 
ClOdC as a gra\L* eutild do it. 

I.SSACll.^R 

It is well. 

Da.n 

It is a tempting! eliaiMe to have hitn heiu e. 

And saves thu izinie. 

« 

Levi 

Hut lot ii.s keep liis eoat. 
That wc may dip it in a lie-^»oat’s bloo<J, * 
And ahock our father's eye with the belief 
That wc have found it, and the bt^y is d‘-ad 
Of savage bcast.s. 


• 143 


j: 
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9 

ISSACBAR 

Go to our brethren straight; 
flay I entreat them to bring JoHoph back : 

And let tliein have full word of what we do. 

[PJj-eunt Levi and JuDAH. 

Enter certain Ir^hnuielites. 

ISSACIIAII 

Stand there, ho ! merelianta. 

FiKST IsilMAELlTR 

Strangers, what with us t 

IssAriiAii 

Whence do ye come, and whither arc ye bound ? 

F[RST IsH MAE LITE 

From Kgypt we have been to Gilead 
To gather dates and precious frankincense. 

Pink ciiiiiainon, and myrrh, and spicery. 

And chests of fragrant medicinal balm 
To work cool ointments for the grievM flesli. 
And lull the paiu of evils ami of wounds; 

And now to Kgypt go we buck again 
To profit of our toil. Such rarities 
Arc precious in old cities, and arc jirizM 
At sundry w'edgcs of the purest gold. 

That intercept ua ere wc reach the mart. 
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EiUet Simeon, Levi, Judah, Zedulun, 
and Naputau, with Joseph. 


Simeon 

The boy hns felt the bottom of the pit. 

Bat we drew for him, and have brought him here. 

JUDAII 

Gome, will you purchase at our hands a slave ? 
Of early youth, both fair and straight of limb. 
Having alone a blemish of the. mind, 

A tow ring spirit full of high disdain. 

SsrONl) IsiIMAEMTE 

That is a fault.—Great M|)irit in a slave 
Threatens a sleeping master. lOgypliuti whip.s 
May mend this vice in him. 

ISSACHAR 

Look on him hero. 
The pith that gathers in hi.s youthful bones 
In riper years will ^car a burden well. 

Levi 

First take hi.s outer skin, his gaudy coat. 

Which we may wantr to mind us of his loss. 
And soak the tears up we shall shed for him. 

First Ishmaelite « 

I him well. What barter wilt thou make ? 

ISSACHAR 

At how many pieces do you waiuc him ? 
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First Ishmaelite 

Will you not ratlicr take some woven cloth, 
Purplis or scarlet brif*l]t; or bonnets trimmVi 
With {rin(rc of ^recn that vcilcth of! the sun! 

I have some arms and implements of war 
Well fitting to a nerv'oiis grasp like yours; 

And ropes of pearls that sleep in blcachM wool. 
And native jewels fast in lavender 
In Ik close ^'cdar box of curious scent. 

And work'd w'ith our Egyptian mysteries. 

Will you this cliarmed staff, some spices rich 
To steep your broth in fragrance, and endue 
Your palate's moisture w'ith high-scason'd meats? 
Or here are garments of the camel's hair. 

The liides of bears, and various skins of beasts; 
And broad Egyptian hats with eagle plumes; 
Lances, and s])ears, and huntsman’s garniture. 

Simeon 

These dry Egyptians arc like all the rest. 
Strangers or not, man paints commodity 
As though he lf»v’d to give its virtues up; 
Dazzling your fancy with u gay report 
Till you shall die of longing all this while. 

’Tis but a shift to keep the money back. 

And save it in the pouch. . Gold is the thing: 
Get much of that, and 3 'ou may pick your way 
Over the crouching world : this tawny key 
Can open wide the secrets of all hearts. 

And nature wears a universal smile; 

A Jiundred slaves with all their hundred wills 
Arc but mute shadows following your eye. 

Gold is the ribs o' power. 
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First Ishxaglite 

Wliy. there it is! It is man's other self. 

With that in hand I lead a charmiVl life; 
Without it I may starve upon my wits. 

Did’st say thou wouUrst have coin ? 

JUDAU 

I 

Aye. merchant, aye. 
The goods you give us would have (Mi(*h a tongue 
To tell a secret that must not be known. 

First Ishmaklitk 
Saj fifteen pieces, if it must be so. 

Simeon 

Go to—you 'bate, us, man ; you arc too hard. 

F IRST Is nM AE LITC 
Sooth, it is square and jnst. 

Simp:on 

No, merchant, no. 

The service of a f.iir and proper youth 
Just in the liowcry opening of the bud. 

Would weigh against thy silver o’er again 
In the school’d eye of some rich husbandman. 
Remember that yfui*purchase his whole lifts 
To bear your burthens e’en when grey and old. 

Second IsnMAruTE , 

The^city swarms with slaves, and men of bone 
Barely exist by sweating through the di\v ; 

Save for the daily beauty in his mien, 

1 would not meddle in’t. Soy twenty, then. 
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Simeon 

Well, coino -ftnd count them out upon this stono; 
And take, him off to Korve tliy countrymen. 

Second I sum a elite 

These are true pieces bearing Pharaoh’s mark* 

SfMEON 

So—Now we are cjuit. Away—speed well, and 
thrive. 

JosErn 

O Simoon \ 

Into thy liosom I wiil run for lielp. 

1 am tliv brother; hate me ne'er so much, 

Hut do not cast me fortli to death and shame. 
AVc may yet live biossing and to be bless’d. 

Simeon 

Thy ton;:iie has lost its charm.—Away—away ! 

Jo.SEP1£ 

O Issnchnr ! 

A trembling: boy is shaken O') thy foot, 

E’en from the branch whore ho did cliiif^ for help. 
Have pity on mo ; think when thou wort young 
How ’twould have wrung thy heart to have been 
torn 

From thy dear father and thy brethren. 

And given to strange masters of strange tents. 
A little while, and I was yet a child, 

And many a time have sal upon thy knee; 

And many a time have kiss’d thy gentle cheek. 
Thy name tcx> was the first 1 loaru’d to lisp; 

C anst thou forget these things, and do me scathe ? 
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Do not strive with me that I touch thy cloak: 
There is no poison in these childish hands; 

1 will embrace thy knees. Now wo arc like 
To part, 1 feel how much 1 love thcc, Issachar. 

ISSACITAR 

Would'st creep into iny bosom tlirou^h my ears; 
Let |i;o my knees. Ah! snake—let po. I say; 
What, wilt thou brap of power till the last f 
^ [Strikes him down^ 

Joseph 

Unhand me, Midianites, and let me po ! 

Those shriveird hands shall never hind these arms. 
Jf it is profit that you seek in me, 

My father for mv ransom will pive more. 

Yea, twenty times, than any stranper will 
For my poor services: rnerchanls, you err; 

(Oh ! you have sorely hurt me, Issacliur !) 

My brothers do but jest with you in this. 
Behold, they arc seven men ; dost thou believe 
In all their seven hearts there is no drop 
Of pity ? Observe each manly eountenaiiro 
Work’d by the nilijip hand of <iod divine ; 

And. say, are they not maps of dipnity 
Brimm’d with hiph fcelinp, full of love as power; 
Are not their bosoms ijuick, and therefore touch’d 
With sweet affection, for their fellow men i 
Had 1 the inches 1 would punish you, 

Daring to credit (thouph it doth appear) 

That they arc cruel and unnatural, 

A ijp.mple of vile practice to all tribc.s. 

This ir not so, they are my brethren all; 

1 Idve them dearly e’en from first to last; 

1 have offended them, at which 1 grieve. 
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And iliid my {rip;ht ia meant my punishment: 

It ia no more, 1 do believe it is; 

Pray you think bettor of ua, Caiiannites. 

Simeon 

you tardy mprcliants take him on with you; 
\Ve have no more of idle time to waste. 

ISSACIIAII 

We liave your silver ; cither bear him off. 

Or we will take him lo our wrath tieain. 

IsiTMAELITE 

Nay, I must have the profit of my coin. 

JoRF.m 

Oh, deaf to inerey ! Oh, ye hard, hard hcarta! 
Nothing inure cruel can you add to this. 

Oh, spirit of inv father, fill iny ])nde ! 

Spirit of (h)d. d*‘Scond unto iiiy heart ! 

I will n(»t f;rieve, I will not sue to stay. 

So that your power never shall rejoice. 

Behold, I smile. Oh, K^vpt ! yea. oh, world! 
In thy vast ho.som will 1 seek f<ir love. 

However hitter, and how h.u‘d my fate. 

Still 1 j'ain something; which is comforting, ^ 

For I do leavi‘ more hatred, malice, wrath, 
Ainuiij'st those hrothers (which augments iny 
ahamc) 

Than ever 1 can find at strangers* hands. 

Listen, ye men, how firm a voice I have, 

‘ ('ornmend me to our veneraled sire.* 

Forgive me. merchants, that 1 spoke you ill, 

I am right proud to keep you company. 

(Surely my heart will burst.-) [^sule. 

Ishinaelites wiih Joseph. 
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Scene IV.— A Pit in the Wilderness. 

Enter Reuben. 

w 

Reuben 

Oh! I rejoiro so much I cannot call. 

I see that daii;:('roii3 evils arc more kind 
Than our own brotlicrs; for this treacherous pap, 
Form’d to betray men's footing, and to drown 
Their fearful clamours in its caved womb. 

Hath yet more tenderness to this young boy, 
Now shelter'd in its dark and hideous breast, 
Than in his brothers’ hollow brysoms dwell, 

With hearts of aioixp and pitiless rcveng<'.— 
What, ho! 1 say-Arise! and cheer thee up. 

X come to rille thee from r){inger’s arms, 

Pale, and alarm'd ; to give tho warm embrace. 
And sun thee in thy father Jacob's love. 

Where thou shall floiirish w'ith a holy truth 
That hatred cannot blemish.—Arise ! I say— 
So thou inay’st siiiile on iny affrighted love 
That fruitfully did mourn for thee, like one 
Who diggeth his own grave. But thou shall live. 
Thy crafty brothers have o’er-reach’d themselves; 
And with a bosom Jull of zeal 1 come 
To snatch thee quick from out this hollow tomb.— 
^What, ho ! there—answer, ho !—All still as death. 
^]|^h ! surely they have stunn’d him with the f^ll: 
iS|t chafing him with bruised weeds and balm 
Will Mend that evil and restore the scnsi;.— 
The depth is cruel! If he should be slain, 

Take dreadful vengeance oru their act, oh God ! 
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Drop burning fire upon their guilty beads.— 
And yet, methinks he cannot he much hurt; 

A fill] like this would novor kill a man. 

Unless deserted specially of Heaven. 

A treacherous silence that doth froexe my blood 
Makes answer to the echo of iny voice !— 

How <‘ould they injure such a penile 3*outh, 

So soft of speech, so wooiiip in his ways, 

So wise and holy, and with such a mien. 

That, did the nnpels leai'h men exercise, 

They could add nothing, or of mood or grace. 
To that whh’h nature has iiestow’d on him ? 
Yet mothers say with a prophetic nod 
They mostly lose thc-se rarer jewels first. 

If thou dost live, oh, sjieak ! or make siiine noise— 
What, ho ! there—ho !— [//c descends by a rope. 


Sc'F-N*K V.—.1 I’a/c fit DntJuin. 

SiMico.N', IssAi'iiAit, JcDAif, &v. sharing money. 

J I'DAll 

Yoiulcr comes Keuheii : hide the silver up. 

And let us keep the soerot to ourselves. 

Enter Rel'Jien. 

Reuden 

My gentle brothers, liave you scon the boy 
Since you did cost him down into the pit ?— 

I pray you tell me; come, be plain and fair. 
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ISSACRAR 

Whai would you know * Wp did desiat our course 
And turn our justice round at your request; 
Still you would goverti us in this aiTair, 

And still you arc displeas’d. 

Reuisen 

You have not seen him, then ? 

Simeon 

No. 


Jl'llAR 

How should we 1 


Reuden 

May the first thunderbolt that spurns the hand 
Of the avenging archer of the clouds 
Sink in amongst you ! And 1 would that now 
A deafening storm from either corner raging 
Made havoc o’er yiuir heads! 

Simeon 

« What—what is this ? 
Keuhkn 

Oh, yc detested slaves ! ye inurder<*rs !--- 
Blood—blood, yc dogs! that is your precious 
food— 

Nought less than the deep current of man's life 
Gan hiss your passions cool. Do you not fear 
liSBt you should grow proficient in your trade, 
And murder men till men are scarce on earth, 
That Heaven will cramp you with some sudden 
death ? * 
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IsSACHAlt 

Madman ! 

RnuBEir 

You ATP A villain, Issarhar! 

Aye, raise your clubs and tarr your angry dogs; 
For dogs or devils I will never budge 
Till 1 have eas'd the spirit of my grief 
By telling you with curses what ye arc.— 

Nay, Simeon, flourish not 3 'our threatening staff: 
You are too inran for fear. I defy all. 

Oh ! had I got ^'’ou in a narrow pass, 

So that a single cow'nrd at n time 

Might use his wrath ag.iinst my careless life, 

IVl bring you low past kneeling.—Cliild-killers! 

I do so liate 3 ’ou that I have a mind 
To strike thee, Issarhar, unto ni}' foot. 

Bustle, and shift your stands—I vrill be heard: 
And he that stirs a foot, or moves hi.s staff. 
Though but to w'ave it <ioubtful of offence, 

1*11 mar his manhood with so sure a blow 
As deadlv dealt us is the eve of fate. 

And daiigerouhly sc'iiHle witluthc odds. 

A giant well may fear a desperate man: 

And ye. do look .so mean and impotent 
That 1 should scorn myself for shunning you. 

ISS.ACIIAB 

I neVr was brav'd before. 

Reuben 

That he wdio strives t*) justify his act 
Shall die ii{Hin the spot, 1 say aloud ; 

You urc all villains, all.—Who answers, ho! 
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Simeon 

He dares and threats! 

Reuhen 

Listen, ye kites ! and liosr yourselves proclaim'd. 
The greatest of all villains is that man 
Who doth debauch him in the greatest crime. 
Mean theft and slander and ill-will arc bad, 

But they arc virtues w'hcn compar'd with one 
Which none but the gross villain doth commit— 
*Tis called murder, and its act is this :— 

By banishing all honour from its thought 
(Pity turn'd forth to wander in the. blast), 

A heart as absent in the love of truth 
As a cold stone within an iron chest. 

It doth become so savage and deprav'd 
That with a violent and wilful hand 
The sleeping and the helpless it destroys. 

But as all villanics do boost a head, 

A measur’d standard of enormity. 

So murder has, which still seems white and dear 
Beside the fratricide s inhuman act. 

’Tb treating Heaven with a high contempt, 

Who made man for^its end, not for man’s wrath ; 
’Tis touching Heaven with a cruel thought 
To cast its love back into its own face ; 
Therefore you are a breed of abject slaves, 

A team of villains, ^ilty of man’s blood; 

Hated of Heaven and to be shunn’d on earth. 
Your names are curses, which henceforth I’ll use 
To vilify my thoughts. ■ 

Judah 

Why, how is this ? 

Young Joseph is not dead, but cast alive 
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Into the' pit, which you yourself propos’d; 

For all I guc89, he ’a breathing at tlua hour. 

Reudkn 

Ah ! where ?—Ah ! where ?—For I have sought 
for him : 

The pit is ompfy, and he is destroy’d 
By some fell danger; helpless, and alone. 

IssAniiAR 

Why, then, rhnnee had a hand in his decease: 
And as you told us when you urg’d the things 
Then chance is guilty of his death, not we. 

ItErDEN 

I woo’d 3 ’uu with a lie, which you hclicv’d 
Knowing it was a lie ; and, like a knave. 
Sweeten’d your shaken passion to content. 

You are not W'oiit to give your senses up 
At any heck of mine ; why did you then f 
Only to rompromise j’our villaiiy ! 

You wish’d Ills death, however it has come; 
And through your means it is that he is dea4^ 
Wherefore you’re written down a murderer. 

Simeon 

And all this railing will not mend it now; 

AVhat we have done, is done, and there’s an end. 

Recden 

Ye callous brood !—Oh ! never pray again* 

Nor cast your faces to the open heaven ; 

But stoop your bestial heads prone to the earth ! 
Clearness of seasons freshening our delights 
Be to your senses but as mai^y fogs! 
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The finer air to 70 U be thick and damp! 

Veil thee, oh ! eun, and temper not the winds. 
When they come charg'd with pestilence and 
plague. 

So they may strike them with their baneful breath. 
For they have forfeited at Nature's hiiiuls 
Partition in her bounty and her love ; 

Therefore their spirits being thus reprov'd. 
Having offended Nature's gentleness, 

Shall die of comfortless and sud disease, 

And rot upon themselves. 

ISSAf'ITAR 

Oh ! this is well. 

RF.niCN 

Take from their food, oh, God ! all wholesome 
taste, 

Which Thou hast sent to nourish generous man ; 
That (hey may loathe to keep a life on foot 
Sustain’d with such monotonous distaste 
And the deep relish of the wine they drink, 

Oh ! flavour with their fault: then it will force 
The sense to ache, and curl upon lip 
W'orsc than when poison, or a cup of balm 
Wherein a speckled viper hath been steep'd. 
Meets both the gorge and eye.—Whene'er they 
sleep • 

Clothe them w'ith heaviness and with niufl dreams, 
And iiU their fancy full of obje(*ts dire, 

Han^^ their hair w'ith agonizing drojia 
Of retobutivc horror and remorse ; 

For they most carelessly have put away 
All efadm upon Thy mercy bountiful. 

And for a httlc passion bartcKsd 
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Their tit^e to Thy most paternal love.— 

May they never laugh again !— 

Simeon 

All this is vain ! 

ItKirnEN 

Blight all tlioir foriunori, and destroy their peace!— 
A murrain b«* upon thoir cattle's lives. 

Wether and lanih, that gather'd vultures may 
Make house about their tiuits and in their sheds, 
(iorging their food with eager discontent 
While they phall sink and famish on the taint.— 
Where'er their plough furrows t he embrown^ slope 
So rich and fruitful in its idleness. 

Or dibble drills the pregnant-moulded earth, 
(omc woinbloss biirreuness; and all the seed 
'I'hcy shower in the promise of the spring, 

Hy harvest time turn to as many stones; 

So niav they never shear the curled wool. 

Nor give a heifer for a BJicrifice— 

So that they never may eiirhh the eye 
And scan the sober beauty of the corn ; 

Whore on that golden carpe^i roll'd around, 
Walks mother Autumn on the rosy eves 
Coming to worship Summer ere she fades. 

And sec her fiery clouds and mellow leaves 
And fruits luxurious yielding from the stalk. 
And taste of the blown fragrance of the air; 
And mount her throne of beautiful decay 
O'erhung with flowers sicken'd of the sun. 
Where she expires on Winter's icy hand!— 

May all their labour an abortion prove, 

And all their hopes sit brooding o’er their graves!— 
So they may never smile in the green fields, 
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Sweetening their spirita at the combing hay; 
Nor grieve when mute and pcrpondirular 
l^ispiingings of the hoHow-b<tsoni*d clouda 
Gutter the fruitful surface of tlic earth : 

Nor joy when Temperance with silver wings 
Sits pluming her bright feathers in the sky. 

And eagles brood upon the thwarted oaks. 

And larks and thrushes with deep, mellow throats 
Rejoicing in the splendour of the scene 
Make wanton in the echoes of the vale — 

Oh ! never may the jocund harvest bell 
(Inspiring all the sj)irits of our trilie) 

King its sweet battery unto their ears. 

Tuning the atithem voluble and loud, 

Sacred to plenty for the garners full — 

So they may wander with a doleful step, 

In sullen sadness twin to heavy fuiiii 
P! ticking a leaf of myrtle or of bay. 

Not for the cap, but to tnuid under foot. — 
Thus let them crave !—Hondsnicn at strangers* 
stalls. 

Where choking bo their hire !— 

Judah 

This is enough. 

Reuden 

Oh, God ! turn merejr to Thy angel’s hands !— 
Young Joseph was not pitied in the storm. 
Therefore no mercy yield !— 

Dan 

We can bear more. 
Reuben 

The angeFs fatal trumpet did ^announce. 
Judging the highest vengeance to be wreck’d 

Its F • 
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On the Chief criminal in God's reproof.— 

Down with it on these hrothera' guilty heads! 

ISSACUAR 

Give him his way. 

Simeon 

Ave, let him take his round. 
Reuiien 

Be still, my sinrrrc heart! -(di ! give me peace !— 
Anger and tears contend within my throat 
]Jke fire and water in contention mix'd ; 

And passion smoulders in my very heart. 

Oh ! 1 could weep that Joseph is no more 
Till marble should be furrow’d with iny tears— 
Oh ! 1 could rave on your enoriiiities 
Till words were wanting me to name yc plagues. 
Then like the forhtrn image of (h^pair 
Sit dumb and think past words.—My passion dies 
for blood ! 

ISSACHAR 

ft is a madman’s. 


Reuben 
Oh ! ye kites I 


Naputali 


Can come of this f 


What good 


Reuben 

No good can ever come 
Withui the limits of thy crimson sphere. 

Thou’st sorely woilndcd good, and therefore good 
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Will tremble in thy* presence like a flovspr 
That ’b mffiaii’d by the blast.—Thuu’rt shiiiiable : 
And good will rather perish from the earth 
Than lay its p«'rfec't and congenial hand 
Upon thy unbloss'd head. 

Jr Dan 

1 have a f«*ar 

He will betray us to our father's wrath. 

UcruEN 

Hast thou a fear ? Thou w’ert a better man 
Ere thou had'st work'd a cause to fear thy friends. 

SlMF.ON 

I Dear liis fully too. 


Rei:iikn 
ilanisli it then. 

If ’ twere a spotted leprosy, ’twrre lliine 
Even to rotting. But since your fuul disgrace 
IJke to a canker-worm would gnaw the heart 
With shame and anguish of your reverend sire, 
1*11 keep the fiery secret to myself, 

And leave your icy bosoms to promulge 
Some subtle lie, which forg'd to his belief 
Will raise a cunning ladiler to his heart, 

While he shall thank your griefs.—Oh ! perfect 
slaves ! 


Judah 

This is the best. 

Reuben 

Why, do 1 not say so ? 
And docs not my device hug your desire ? 
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Yet for *this BtcAd you are no far beholdexip 
That 1 must ask a boon as some return. 

Toll me, 1 pray you, whence coinos your content. 
Like a cold fountain throufzh a pool of stone ? 
For I am sick to drink of such a stream. 

What shall 1 do, and whither shall I ro. 

To ease my pain, and shun my father's face? 
What well were <lcep enouj'h to hold my grief ? 
What sec ret place would hifle my anguish up ?— 
Vovi whf> have help'd me to this hard estate. 

Oh ! help me to some comfort. The poor boy 
(Whom I kIiaII never mure hear speak again) 
Jiies mutelv shnujded in my weeping mind, 
With all his innocent hM>k. Ohl Jacob, too, 
Solis at the sight and groancth in rny ear, 

And wrings hi.s hands, and ravishoth his beard. 
And takes no relish in his faltering prayers.— 
Oh! give me buck my peace, ye envious men! 
And gather up the thorns that yc have cast 
Cpslautiiig in rny path of life to come.— 

I am cotisumM with passion, und but fool 
My graver senses that should be my guides— 

1 have nowhere to go !— [£xiif. 

j 

Lkvi 

Is this the May-born Reuben, whose low song 
Kver beguilM his hearers of some tears ?— 

Is this the gentle brother Of our band. 

The minstrel of nil revels and all hymns. 

The first to pity and the lust to rave 1 
I never knew the compass of his voice. 

Nor ever saw the fire of his eye, 

Until this hour: nor such a swoln display 
Of words and actions cvct did I find 
In any other mail. 
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ZCBCLIIN 
1 am ainas'd! 

" LssArHAR 

I had a mind to br.at him to the ground. 

•SiMKON 

A man may hide the dragon in hia mind 
For twenty years in torpid solitude, 

Like to an eartlnpiake *ni\ith a ilowery plain : 
But when coniinotion (bred of some rough <‘aUHe) 
Plays on the secret spring of his cuminand. 
Then the great giant passion rears his amis, 
And wakes to know himself. Like the rnilrh row 
Whoso cub id ravin'd by the nightly wolf, 

This Reuben runiieth lowing up and down 
Devoid of reason, blatant at the moon, 

With all his instinct in e.\trcinity. 


fit; VI 

The hand of Nature sw.Hveth in these, things, 

And Reuben answers her in her design. 

He is a man who l<4ves bis injuries ; 

Patience and meekiie.Hs are bis (pialilirs.— 

With such, their love is long and deep in growth 
(Like to the rooted sjuirs of some fair pine 
That Bpread.H its beauties by the river’s side); 
But when the storm is up, all meekness then 
Doth lose its privilege, w'hile jiidgeinont faints 
And patience curdles into feased wrath. 

They Imve no force to ]ilace against the force, 
No temperance stretching into fortitude; 

But biod their hand.s unto their very grief: 
Thus all their gentleness is sct*on fire. 
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Friuli ling its boaster! guides cf many yearSj 
And niiidiir'ss triumphs in the overthrow. 

There is no man so dangerous as he 
Whrjse d''sprratiori doth eoiitenin his foar; 
Exr-ppt it bo the cunning or the wise. 

4)as 

Nay, waste no time in scanning his reproof? 

We are (he guiners, hi.s the los.s alone. 

NArriTAU 

One w.'iv we are reveng'd ; his grief is vain, 
Fur that the boy still lives upon the earth. 

.IrOAil 

And all tlir>.se curses he hath shed uii us 
Are blown to waste. 

IsSACIIAR 

\V!»y, let him go and my.stify his da5*3 
With an i<leal sorrow of the miiid,-- 
llis folly thus begets hi.s punishment. 

SlMKO.V, 

And his loud anger woundeth but himself. 

[Excuni, 


Si'CNE VI.— Jacob's Tent. 

Enter to jAcon, Reubex. Levt, Zebi-lux, SixEOsr, 
IssAC'iiAR, Jl'daii, Naphtali, and Dan. 

Jacob 

Smile, smile, my ^Reuben. I nm glad at heart.— 
Ijcvi, and Zebuliin, my bo^'s, good eve.— 
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My curlM Simeon, and lasAchat • 

Witli overwhelming brow, it is well done.— 

Let me cnibrAce thee. Gad, and Naphtali:— 
*Twas kindly meant, my sons, to keep my boy. 
My merry Joseph, with you in the valo.— 

T]Wt me I love ye for't, and sent him forth 
That ho might court your anger to this pass. 
How like you this same Dothan ? Well, I trow.— 
Ah ! God is oj)en-handed unto us ! 

Wherefore a grateful s.aerifice we'll make 
And offer with to-morrow's ri.<*ing sun. 

My gentle boys, I am so full of joy. 

Finding your envy melted into love, 

That I di.sflaiii iny stnil, and smile nt ngc. 

1 us'd hard worrU and was a little mov'd 
When last we parted : let it bo forgot; 

1 ach’d to do it.—Where is Joseph now ? 

ISSACIIAR 

I cannot guess ! 

Jacob 

Why, he was still the first 
To run into my arms and cla.sp my knec.s.— 

Ah ! 'tts some mefry sleight: you did expect 
To find me thus in Joy, and therefore have 
Kept him without to work upon my love. 

What, Joseph, there ! Thy sire is undeceiv'd, 
la it not true ?—1 pray you call him in. 

Siiriso:v 

1 would that he might hear. 

Jacob 

No more, no more. 

For surely I did send him tii the vale 
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Commanding hia return, but aith be stayM 
Yuu must have kept him in your company; 

For nothing Icbb than proflor'd love of youn 
Would tempt his disobedience to my wiU. 

You 8«^e, pood youtliH, 1 cannot be deceiv’d.— 
Oh ! tlicreforc call him forth. My joyful mood 
Absorbs the very dullness of my ape ;— 

Lei ij.s bo pla<l this eve, rejoice and feast, 
Mellow our spirits with a friipal hand 
In generous wine.—No Joseph yet ? 

Simeon 

Oh, sir! 

I fear to cheek your spirit with a truth 
That being heard would bring you to a crutch. 
And turn your tears of joy to tears of blood. 

Jacob 

Simeon, beware ! you play upon my heart 
It is a fragile instrument and old. 

And hath been tun’d with love for many years 
To thee and to thy brethren-so beware; 

The strings are weak and yielding to the strain,— 
A little cracks them. You do push your jest 
Beyond a seemly b’cling : yei I’m not 
Or mov’d, or anger’d, seeing it is sport 
Intended only to alarm my fear 
And force my joy more perfect. 

REl'nEN [Aside. 

How is this ?— 

Do our own virtues prove our traitors too ! 
Goodness invisibly beguiles a man. 

And while the danger rocketh o’er lus head 
Enticeth him to ))l«y with faith and hope. 
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Alreadj swallow'd in dcstniciion's wond>. 

Thus Jacob fondloth with his luiscry 
In promise of his joy, and is betray'd 
E'en by the very puqtosc of his mind. 

He holds hinisetf as blind untd the truth 
Aa if he knew and fear'd it.—Alas! 1 do, 

For he is old and shaken. 

Jacoh 

Will no one speak ?—A eruel sileiu'e this. 

Oh ! take some pity of iny weary 
Nor let me die betwixt my hopes and fears. 
Some evil hath been busy witli my boy. 

And sad foreboding in mysterious gloom 
Creeps o’er iny vital warmth.— Heuben hIiuus me, 
And Judah weeps aloud.—Will no one speak ? 

ISSACIIAR 

Oh! would my tongue had never known its use. 
Or else had lost its offiee ere this hour! 

Keuuen 

1 would it had. [.4side. 

*IsSAi'llAB 

For in my thought dumbness is virtuous 
When speech must utter such a dismal tale. 

jAroB 

Ah ! Issachar, your wintry breath doth rob 
The current of my blood of that scant warmth * 
Wbic4 requires for sustaining life. 

The prelade of your sjHjech grieves me so sore 
And makes me tremble for the rest to come. 
Like a poor prisoner waiting ^or bis doom, 
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While the cold judf:;e pronounces life or death. 
But if it be, I run before my fate, 

And my poor boy is wounded by some chance, 
Nunirig and wat<'hfulness would bring him well: 
And 1 am old and only fit to nurse. 

And roiilfl be vigiluTit in such a case. 

Thv love for me doth make thee dread the worst ; 
I pray thee entertain a (heerfiilness. 

All evils have some remedy, wc know ; 

This is not very great—it cannot be. 

SiMKON 

You cheat voiirself, and tease voiir malady; 
Seeking yet sliinming what you fain would know. 
Now call vour hidden fortitude around. 

Arouse your courage, govern your despair ; 

And with a braverv fortifv vour ears, 

That what I utter may not burn the sense. 
Nor sear you to the brain. 

Ja< on 

Hold ? — Mercy, pray !— 

Oh ! gentle Simeon, if thou would’st be lov'd 
Or dearly honour’d in thy life to rome — 

If thou would’st have thy cldldren dutiful. 

Slay nut thy father. Speak thou, Issachar. 

lssA<'H.\n 

Alas! dread sire, 1 know not what to do. 

The story 1 must tell is all too sad. 

And you have cursed the proclaiming tongue. 
Wo that do know’ the act. did not the act. 
And therefore have not earned thy rebuke. 

RKi'UKy [Asidit. 

Ob ! nature, natiirA ; heavy, grievous hour ! 
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Jacob • 

Whatever is to come, one thinf; 1 know— 

Yoa do not feel for Jo.'tepU or your niro 
As you should do in filial duty hound ; 

Elflo you would be too full of ^rief yoursclvon 
To scan rny wild n^plira. Tho weight is yours ; 
And having tied me to my reason fast, 

Come, cast it on—down with't upon iny head; 
Andy though it sink me, yet still pilo it on. — 
Yet I am not so weak, but, like myself. 

Or like a mount I’ll over-brow thy words. 

And view their fall in the nbvss below 
While 1 am rear'd triumphant. I will not 
Betray my manhood to a secret tale, 

Nor shake at words of thine. I do demand 
To have the inmost knowledge of this thing.— 
Uh ! aay tho truth—yet say not ho is dead. 

ISSAIJIIAH 

The boy of nil my brothers you so lovM, 

Who slumber'd in your best affcM-tions, 

And was the star of all your rare delights, 
O’ershaduwing me, with all your other sons, — 
Your Joscpdi, wlime deserts did win that place. 
The highest and most worth to be enjoy'd, 

And fill it to your measureless content— 

Who did forgive us all our envious guile, 

Waa blind unto our faults, and rose, the higher 
In your discerning mind, for that he ask’d 
For our forgive.ne.ss when you pleas'd to frown— 
Even ho is surely dead. * 

Jacod 

You see I’m firm :— 

Though somewhat old, yet I ran bear a rub. 
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Simeon 

Th^rn is no hope hut whiit ho says is true. 
TxKjk oil this ^'arnioiit spottod with the blood 
Of JuHoph. We did iind it by tho way. [J acob /alls. 

Lev I 

You were too .sudden in the .showing* it. 

Is.SArilAR 

He only fuints. Quirk ! let us bear him up. 

Hei'iien 

Stand ofT, I s:iy. —This is a pretty pa.ss — 

To briii^ your father swooning at your feet. 
About a murder, too. This is well done. 

Is.'iAl'irAIl 

You shall not shame us, ]ti>uben, though 3 *ou try. 

Hei'iikn 

You’re sunk past slianie into a deep eontenipt. 

1 will not answer thee, thou mail of stone. 

JrPAii 

Niyv, Reuben, let us rai?«e liiin from the earth, 
.\iid sniotlior not your wisdom in rebukes. 

m 

Uei-hkn 

*Tis better ns it is. His pulse still boats, 

Thoimh with a motion daimerouslv at ebb : 

* ■■ ^ 

If \'ou do raise him, \'oii but stop the flow 
That his prostration sanctions : therefore, let be.—* 
What eyes but 3 'our.s could bear a sight like this. 
And not be blasted ^b}- the glowing brand 
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Of phyaical remorse, that fears to look 
Behind, chain'd fast to what it loathca ? And yet, 
Half devil and half an^el as it is— 

Or rather apgcl in a ruin'd house— 

1 would ontrcNit you all to lose no time. 

But entertain the purifying guest 
Who teaches us to hato our infamy : 

For though its strong hand governi'th a wliip, 
From the right arms of munierers* sinews wrought, 
The other tiltcth o'er a cup of balm. 

That, coolly soothing, Howeth through the wounds 
As fast as they are struck. The callous slave, 
Untouch'd with Heaven's mercy at his eriines, 
la but a counterfeit (no man of ilesh), 

Having a human inij>n>MM, being as dearl 
As the dull earth of which he first w'as forniM. 


IssArHAR 

When I do know that 1 have done a thing 
Deserving of remorse, I will repent. 

Our brother did usiirp our privilege, 

And practise on our (piiet and estate ; 

And therefore W'e have put him on one side, 
Into that place wliicli he has fairly eaniM. 

He roarr'd our peace, being but one Ui twelve : 
Wherefore our justice hath been square with him. 

' KsunEN 

See how his eyes do flood with teeming tears, 
His grief on nature acting past his sense, • 
And struck beyond all joy in days to come : 
Foiedooin’d to groan, and trace his heavy hiss 
Within the tempting records of the post.— 
What can wc now but go anQ dig his grave ? 
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Which in' tny scnso, is charitable far 
Beyond a world like this. 

ISSACHAR 

1 am not bound 

To yield in sorrow at this loud of woe; 

For it is selfisli, and is paid to one 
Not more deserving, and of fewer years 
Than 1 and niy wrong'd brethren. Were we dead, 
A very little jmrtion of this dole 
Would full to waste on us. 

Judah 

Peace, Tssach.ar, 

And do not wrangle o'er our father thus. 

It may be he may never rise a£!>iin, 

Fur he is sorely wounded at this thing. 

REcnEN 

Oh ! I did think iny sorrow was no huge, 

That not a corner was unfiH'd by it; 

But, Judah, thou hast touch'd me e'en to tears; 
For the first word of kindness and concern 
Has issued from thy lip.s. If.l can e'er 
Forgot the cause why 1 should live to hate— 
I'll love thee first.—Oh ! taste the milk, my friends, 
That flows from weeping Mercy's tender breast. 
And lay your gall, that you may learn to soothe 
The deep disquiet of your father’s days. 

The reverend image lying at your feet 
Weak as a child, and hinting at a grave, 

Loveth you more than you can ever think. 
Those, soiled lips that breathe upon the dust^ 
Blossiiig your tran(^uil sleep, have often laid 
Their tenderest kissels on your baby brows: 
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Those arms, spread out like branches ol a tree 
Fell'd for its barrenness, have ever strain'd 
Your bosoms unto his : that strayed beard, 
White as the. rube of pity (goodly sight!), 
Gathers obe<lienre from every eye. 

And does impart beniivnity to all;— 

While, above all, those reverend hands supine, 
Under the smiles of lleiivcn. have still laid 
Their prosperous bleasinf^s on your bowed heads; 
Therefore 1 pray you. even for your love. 

Since that we i-aiiiiot wholly patch his grief. 

Yet to attend it with devoted eye, 

And minister ailectiuii as we may. 

Judah 

You us'd no eereinony, Simeon, 

And did affright him with tho blunt display 
Of that bestained roat. When he. revives, 

Use all tho gentle language that you can. 

ItGrnF.N 

See, —^he breathes liaid, and twitches at his brows; 
A feverish de.w upon his temples beads, 

And nature struggles into aetion.— 

Now place the cushion gently 'neath his head - 
So— -raise him tenderly--he doth revive - 
Kay, Issaclmr, no art; vre three can do it. 

Uow is it, sir ? Look on thy comforters. 

Jacob 

Ify brain is all commotion.—Ilow is this ? 

Send Jpseph to me. 

Rbubrn 

Silence !—Do not speak. 

His wits arc dash’d a little from their sphere. 
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Jacor 

A tnysi#»ry*il iijmiii mo; l»iii my criol 

<)r>onolh a door that lottolh in tlio liirlit.— 

Oh ! rniol roiison. if thon wilt rot urn. 

For charifv drivo iiii>niiirv fn»in tliv tniiii !— 

■ ■ • 

What will htM'oino of tio* i -wrotch^'d and old!— 


Lr.vf 

B«? patient, sir, anti temper y«nir lament. 


JA<n« 

Where *» Simeon, I s.iy i Hut now he stood 
Waving a lilooily buiiT-er in hin hafid, 

Fell Mi*;!! of earnatre and cif inassarre. 

Iii't him .stand forth, and 4 »nre more hlast my sight 
With the ens.'inguiird jjannent of mv hoy— 

How .sail a f'ii'hl to grieve a father’s eye, 

Wtirse than his dying l>lood from his own veins ?— 
(’an I still see ? - Will iiifthing strike me blind? 
A sensi' so preeitnis snndy .shouhl not live 
After a .sight .so rmie ; but .sin*-** it d<»es, 
ril keep it ever ns a weeping cloud. 

To wa.sli this garment of its iigl* 

Until it .shall become as white and i.iire 
As iiioiintain snow, or wool imbm^d in milk.— 
Ah! nn'agre rce 4 )m]»en.‘ie I Oh! «'»rry .shift! — 
To fill the monstrous gap in my 4011!• nt. 


SlMKO.V 

Be patient, sir. 

JAron 


Sir. I will !:ot be .10. 

I was all patience when my Im»v ciid live. 
Was all content, and aileiico, and repose; 


«. 
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And fihall I be the Bamo nnw ho U dead I 
Blexif monotony, tuiijL'Uf'-tK* my Rrief, 

Ami f«H*l no Borrow for my (hilt'ful loss, 

And smili* upon old nisis-ms aiTairs ? — 

Oh! 1 ilo loathe all halt'^ lUat are passM, 

All hours, and tifu*:*. n? •! ? ti ■••h of lih’ ; 

A?ut do more |fj\i' the ^ . ii|ioii this « loth. 

Than worlds of pat ji-t’: f. W h.at .si oiiltl 1 «lo 
IVith a heart su ■’ 

Uri ni- N 

A little think on God. 

.1 Aron 

miy, Ueuheu, so I do hut now I know 
Man’s frief is ^:reiit»*r than inaii'.s revernneo : 
Nioti J will wipf off thi.4 fxtreinity. 

Ami priy forinvi'm-ss that I am .s«i rod** 

To rave np'iii the trea.-4un’ 1 h.iv«* lost. 

I*ati»*nei« Mts liroMiiit*.' •>i5iler in the shv ; 

m • 

I r-anmit reacli it with this fe< !fie arm : 

it diMci-nd, oh ! Heaven. <»n iny head. 

For it doth hum as it woiiJ.l Mn;^e locks 

Thtot I'ouiit inv \etra of aerviri-. 

JrnAlf 

Still this Death 

Do-'s e', » us fif our dearer friend.i: 

tlr eith.. iij 'i .uiio into his Kh)om, 
taini .'■ee thmi ^.^therVi up hefurn. 

1 los end *>f a!) our davv is hut to din. 

«lur lib? li hlank, ohlivirin, mystery : 

A curiou't ^'oinplex u''tii>ii upon time. 

Which revel.itioii ran alone explain. 

Siiiec God and nature do deiir|nd so much. 
Why let US not rchvi in our complaint, 

143 ^ 
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But yield to what in wusdom is decreed. 

Had Joseph liv’d to look upon our frraves, 

That j;rief won*. hi*« whieh now we spend for him. 
And still he must have followM ti» the tomb 
TJierefore, hv hurryiiiy: on so hir before. 

He hiHes but ^fl many days of life, 

W'hirh at the bi‘st is but fantastical, 

And doth escape the nionstnjus sorrow which 
Would wait on our deeav. 

JAron 

I arn so sore, 

That every tfoo<l whi< h temls to comfort mo 

l>oth tiiakt‘ me uince and shrink ii[)oii the pain. 

Like riihs Ufion the rawness of the llesh.— 

Why, what's all this unto iny .losejiirH face ?— 

His voicl^ ^hi'-h I shall never hi'.ir a^uiri, 

That thmiieh rny ear did steal unto my heart. 

And stir it tt» the object of bis speech ?— 

His sober eve tending to (generous smiles, 

Wb ere 1 have seen the ti^un' of iny face 

Imag'd ns in bis inotber’s, even Uachers— 

His youthful virtue and afTcction ?— 

His tenderness and yearning’ unto me ?— 

1 am a father inourniiu: a dear sun,— 

Oh ! never, never to return a^ain 

To bless inv siizht or soiithe inv living hour*— 

• « ■ ■ * ' 

Mourn ve. also : for vou have lost a vuuth 

m ~ w m 

Who would have been the honour of your tribe. 
And was eutlironed in your father’s heart* 

Levi 

What can we do to moderate your pain f 
The tyrant Sorrow spurns us and our cares. 

And still will run his round. 
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Jacob 


You cannot tell 
The hind of s<irrow I am dixmiM to hour. 

No eon did ever grieve for a ilcml niru 
Am hitherH do at lusint' a lov'd rliild ; 

Their syinpathy is yontlifu), liUu their iifzc. 

And jointly forin'tl of love and duly inixM. 
Honour, res|H*ct. oWdirnn? Mways thoir minds, 
OVxtopp'd liy filial rtfTe<-tioii :— 

But oiim are uii^ovcrn'd (|iinlitics, 

Liberal ami iiiirtuuus ns the dew from licavcn ; 
As itintiiict, liopi*, and fear, and hoiirullcr^s love, 
FaT-Bi^hted watrlifuliicHs, and wakeful ran* ; 

And fearful NOUii<iiii;ZH in this drapni world. 

To find them easy footings to their izravi-s; 

And herald (h<>ti;:hts, himiI w'in^ed with desire, 
To bustle for thi'ir comfort anil repose 
This is flic service of our dainty love ; -- 
While they j^row' uji in wilfulness uiul ease. 

Not noting all the wurkiiij'S of our hearts ; 
Resting like striplinfr branches on our stem. 

Free from the wind, and sheUerM from the storm. 

I never heard of ijiiy father's son 

Who f^riev'il himself into his father's tomb ; 

Hut well 1 know, and ckarly do I fei*]. 

That a deail son preys on a father's life.. 

It IM a law balanc’d by Nature's hand, 

Docile to reason, bred of circumstance.— 


Youth, like a jocund wanden*r, starteth forth 
To take his venturous journey in the world, • 
And ^ever as lie goes he culls those joys 
And pl-jasures (irowinic in his onward path 


m ^ a iT 8 * 

piDg fast hold upon the clue of hope;— 
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The iriTiMC in the future that he hears 

Rost rains his backward f;aze, w'hero all miscbance 

Is shook unwelcome from his rnetnory. 

But w)jrn ^^jlve Time showers from his shaking 
hand 

The snow of npe, o’orsilverint; the crviWTip 
Miri;*1efl witli notions of et>'rTiiry, 

Then taketh lie his Htand upon the hill. 

Viewing his downwanl journey, that doth stretch 
Info uidivion, through the vale of tonihs; 
(fathers his mantle o'er his thoughtful hrnwSp 
OVr-readirm nil the way that he has pass'd^ 

And loves the world (like an old parting friend) 
Ah feeline he must fade from his ahodi*; 

And rails the rin-le of his roiiiforts round, 
l^Hintin^ them over with a jealous eye ; 

And inaketh iniieh of them, nnd still doth cling 
Tlio faster as he bleps into his irrave. 

Hopeful i>f Heaven, yi‘t tenable of earth. 

Then think what viviil sorrow I must feel. 
Whose streiipjth lias fail'd nu* in th*‘ stress of days. 
To have my ehiid tlius ravish'd from my breast, 
Wluuii 1 have look'd upon so many years, 

Who was my llesh, ami did inherit all 
The grace there is in me, criuviiM with his 0WD« 
1 thought to leave my image on the earth. 
Fairly o'erflourish'd in iny goodly boy. 

And therein to re-livc my date of life. 

Ami teach his fellows that old Jacob still 
Was lionourM, by reflection, in the land 
Hut he is dead, nnd I am left to mourn, 

Ami tiro on pangod recollection.— 

Ah ! do you weep, my boys ?—You have good 
cause. 
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Judah 

These words of yours do toiudi us very noar. 
Father, pcn'haiiro yuun^ Jusopli is not slain. 
But beiujr beset by be<l^tM, dirl slied his rout, 
And is miscarried in sumo uiikiiuwii place, 
And fled away alive. 


Jai'uii 

Nay, Judah, nay ! 

Sorrow is all tliat 1 have left tne now — 

Oh I cheat nil! not of that!—The boy is dead. 
Conviction loiif* hath waiter] at the ^ate. 

And 1 was deaf, refusing entrance : 

But now that he is master of tin* lioiis<\ 

Peace glideth in to keep him ruinpany. 

JCDAU 

’Tis hard to sav what is become of biin. 

Jacoii 

That I can tell, tritirTi[ihant o’er my woe : 

He is a spirit, purified from taint. 

Catching; a glory from the court of Heaven, 

And brighten'd o'er by an angelic light. 

Shot from the dread magnificence within. 

He tends the threshold of the mighty gate. 
Amid a host of winged messengers : 

Angels adoring catch the whisf>erings 
0£ the unearthly and mysterious hymn, 

Tending to glorify the name of God, 
Andhw^ping round His throne.—Oh * were 1 not 
ISa father or his kin, 1 should rejoice 
la his high exaltation. Yet, ^las ! 
l^n but flesh, therefore my feeling will 
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Still war apainnt my jiidf^cmont and my sonac. 
lirtt<*r K4»rvc (iod in Ilpavrn than on earth 
Yet 1 do onvv Heaven 4»f rnv hov. 

And cr.ive to have him hiTr; about mv side, 
Thoiiyh he were fiikcn from the hlissful skv 
(’arrv me in, for I am vi‘ry weak, 

And li‘t there i>o no iioine. [ExiL 


i:m» of the FinsT act 



ACT II 


PROLOrsrC 

Sodden authority in tluwo iTiiirM 
To foroiiip of oflfiisivi* (ilVifo.H 
On mcTi, ill stubliornnoMri and disrontoiit, 
a churlish spirit ; likr* t(i lii-i 
Who tamos ri hoar ^^itll liiiU'!or imd with hlows, 
TunHn;i its iiatiiro to his piirimsi*s. 

Trratiiioiit liko this younj; JonC|)li did roroivo 
At the Kjjrypt inns’ rnon'oiniry haIld^ ; 

Who in thoir jinwrr ilitl indul^o. thoin.Holvos 
In hitter throats, in pnidom^^s ami onntiMiipt. 
These thing's do littli* where the jiroator an* ; 
For Joseph was (le»iarte<l from hiiiist-lf 
Like one wht> sleeps ami ilreainetli of e%'eiiis ; 
Or with iinaL'inatinn foiidioth still 
In pain ami ]ia^.->ii«fi on a former joy ; 

And an he journey’d still lie turn'd his fiiei' 
Towards I >ri:.dit f'aiinau and its misty liiils : 

And as the evening time of fohliii;; came, 

Of morning prayer and brotherly repast. 

Ilia eyes did pie-rce to heaven tliro* his tears ; 
And all his features stnirf^Ied with sharp pain 
To wear ohedienee to the w’il! of Clod, • 

Aild bvertop his sorrow in eon tent. 

So aelfUh wa.s he in this heartfelt prief, 

And flo resolv'd to be obe<liesit 

iQ^ll mischance that should befall to him 



88 JOSEPH AND HIS BRETHREN 

(Secinfi^ kc had aouf^ht favour at His hand 
\Vlio rannot know us without patienrtOf 
That hf Htill hori* a rliorrfiil cuunti;naiice 
In all his drurl^'j'ry and ofliriM ; 

TiirniriK roii^h .sjici'rlios with a puiflo look, 

Woiunj' rc-'piTt liy mii ; 

Arid l»y forhrarancf aiid a 

Stealing fniiii nut tin' nf 

Thu simp of anpur urnl tlu’ fanp (d wrath. 

So as thuir jourin-v di<{ iliTriM :i- in luapurs 
Tliuir favour and tlu-ir luvu did j Iimvu to him. »■' 
At loiipth tln*v l<*fi the furt'st and tin* hill, 

The wliolusniiu' pre<*n, and *'M th'* hsirrun sands 
C'rupt on their hiii-riiiiL' amv, wher** 11..1M ne'er eonacs. 
Save llie marauder sA'ei'pmp o'er the plain, 
f’pon a paUri'V ih’eter than tie* wmd, 

Kearful <if otlii-er-* and ini-ii at arin.-: 

Like as the ostrirh wal* hful fnMii afar 
Measures his flipiit, am) aid-< liini with Id'^ wings, 
Sereannnp towards the de.s-'rr li.ird purMi*'d, 
Urp'd hv till* liorsi*rm*n’H javi-ini arnl how 
Who .seek hi' rolling fe.itin r' fur tln ir pride : 

So dies the h.indit. eour.'i'd hv liia fear-*, 

Itearli'ip large wiiie-skuis fronj tie* city gates 
d'o his (iiiiipanions in tin* wilderness, 

Who eiirse with ]i:in hed lips hi^ long delay ; 
With fiicvs freckled bla<'k by the tierce sun. 

And hands that hunt the lion and the man. 
Thev cleanse their sciiniUirs of siaiiied blood 
And hang their scalding anmuir on the boughs, 
Midway within a rugged preeipice 
Browing the raving cataract beneath, 

While overhead the grey clouds sail in light 
Idke droved camels dreaming in the sun. 

J^ng time (heir wheels indent the weary inik*9, 
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And many sipis ami landmarks Rtill nnnain 
To cheor tlioir oonraj**' and fatigue ; 

And ofU'iitiiiM'H thi*y srnro tlie, wary mule 
And patlu'rM vulliin’s of c*arric»ii). 

Gorging im what tin- ix’ar anti wnlf have left, 
Gre<*tiiig distiirhai.fi* with a (IcafeniTip <‘ry ; 
While .^.Dling warily tn ihstant strands 
Thry Ktaiul and watili tin* slow retreat ; 

And w')ir<re a harri'ii Mrk (iuth forked ri^«e. 

Old eagles j*i'i«h*d. iniw»*ary id the sim. 

With tlriMinv evi s p'lnriiing hi#i regard 
As tho' his dar/ling fire i>ii( hill'd thi'ir priile : 
Meanwhile their e.,L'li‘ts in the giishing njtriiig 
Wllieh l*PA|iii*lice has wisely plailtefl there, 
Ma])]niJg Its wav iijinn the l.‘\e! sand, 

Rathe ilieir vti ing wiirjs. In fliii iniinensity 
Upon the drnjsi'ljthv smds doth silmne dwell 
And w andei III,.' winds are li^'t in lone!in*'s-. 
M»vei‘pii!g ii.s IfVi'l '»!irfii' e witljmit end ; 

Like to a dro\e of wolves wli-i inibs the traek, 
And wiixil a I irele iin<l shoot forth again, 
Perph'X*^!Iy in a maze rnonotonoiis 
How'liiig th«*ir di'-oord iit the moon. 

The fiery Ifat doth leat against the ground 
In a r-*tli*< tive w.i'te id g'llden light ; 

Nor tre*-, rior ’■hnih • hivjur‘rs the tedious hlank: 
Like a dull ^la^l mr-M o'er with harrenness 
SearM in tin* angry glariei's of the Him. - 
Anon they rijine unto the oi>/v Nile, 

Where the Hwei't wind dolli dally with the sedge, 
Peopled with inseeta strange - of gurgeoij.n dyeij, 
WTicrc the serretive Him fiinreption breeds 
Over t'le ebheil bottom, that enghit^i 
The fecund grain : *!*> that jule Fear alniost 
Pj|^.s.seth watf hfid Faininc of his being ; 
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Rivftr of'spcrkled snakes and adders blue. 

And tlirivinp birds that ftirage in the slimo 
To nrMirish ni'stlincs on the sandy plain, 

Tiriii;; the wine? toward^ tlie wihhTnew,— 

(H arnn'-tl rro^'odilns, who‘^p srales didy 
Sul's pi'iiet rative ))i'arji*4, in sluthfnl rase 
Slitiiibrrin^ tifxin the bn^iorn of the* .stream. 

And ns a cIoikI drifts to the tide r»f air. 

So they in Hlinpeful euiirse obey the flood. 

Til'* alliLtatrir there in rushy mew 

Doth snare the supple wi*asel to his jnw.s, 

Seentin^ the inaii^hMl earrion in his throat.— 

'rill* pilden snake out-rolled likf a cloud 

At Hiinsef. when the umber sand I'leams red, 

Tensi's th** resth-.-^s .spirit of a bawk 

Who liath <le.s,cended on his iTaviui fi>od. 

And with Ins ardent eye bv f*Mr illuinM, 

And bliieker in its lustre than .i swan's, 
C'li.armeth his object with hi.s da/.zliiiL! fjarA', 
KeiiciiiL; his shifts us valtjiir doth contend 
With certain fear, seizine his f.iint retiard 
I'ntil the victim yields to iiatun‘’s law ; 

The valiant prisoner with tin* vellow spurs 
Drops from hi.s prey, is prey'd iijion in turn. 
And now behold ! the ;:uard come scoiirinjr in 
VVilh slacken'd bow athwart the shoulder slung. 
Cross'd by the tnjier lance, whr»se {H*nnon red 
Plays like n fliekorini: il.aine upon the wind. 
Three tiine.s they note upon the drowsy horn,— 
Joyful announce that water is at hand. 

The o'erwroupht camels by their eairernoas 
Hud long proehiiiii'd the presence of frcMh springs f 
Never more welrome was the cry of land 
To mariners bewilik^r'd on the main.— 

And now farewell futipue and lungiiishnicnt; 
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The many gaps that weariness had made 
In their long lino of march were sr)on fillM ujt. 
And silence dull was rhangM to cries of joy. 

As the wild livmn to Isis shakes the air 

_ mi 

The kncoliiig camels yield thrir luinlons up, 
And scour away a swift instinctive cniirsc 
To crop the rare and str:iLVi:iiiu; tufts of grass 
In the viriiiitv nf water ptiols. 

The tents are pitch'd, the liDrses arc all stak'd. 
And the square hales <d inerchandiHe up-pil'd, 
Show like a circling eoinpact city wall. 

Now as a swanu of bees when an erlipso 
Surprises them with nrtiiieial night, 

Ck>rae flouring in, wedging the eidranee up. 
Encumbering all the wa.\ built avniues 
And golden galleries of their citadel,-- 
So here, oh ! wonder, where so late entwin’d 
Young Silence and old 'rum? >|i‘pt si<le by .side. 
On this forlorn nnrl barren wiidi^rness 
A populous city on a sudden springs, 

Teeming with man and beast all full of life, 
Bustle and iiiovemenb in their enterprise. 

Now nature's cravings being satisfied, 

Behold Fatigue, lately scared aloof, 

Once more approaching with a Htc^'ilthy step, 
And all, enaniour'ci of its soft embrace, 

Yield t-o entranced slumber. sUacbiwy dreanm, 
Fantastic reflex of their wanderings, 

Form'd of the vastness of the idennuits ; 
l^ht now becomes more solid, iievirr dark 
IVnen blinded by a heavy summer dewr, 

Barely opaque, and nature’s iiiuniiurings. 

Or rath.-r the mysterious life of night, 

Htn^tng is lost in an oblivions calm. 

Thna gentle night into day's mantle glides; 
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It j.H no' more than if (ho golden day 
Enfolded her within a silver veil. 

Or when the? diver ’mid the coral rocks 
Sees many a fathom throii^di the liquid main. 
And now with wakeful and amistotii’d eyo 
The guards, attended hy their wary dops. 

Form a wide rin'Ie round the enfampod host 
To keep their weary watch ; and ns the hourSi 
Though to the slecpiTs hut a single link» 

To them an endless ever-drappinp chain. 

Touch close upon the middle of the w'atch. 

The dopH pive sign of interrupti<in. 

No sound, or near itr distant, strikes the car 
Upon the v<*lvct curi)et of the sands. 

See yonder sombre mass advancing swift! 

Is it the (le**tiiig shadow of n cloud. 

Or else a c‘om])a<'l herd of prowling beasta ? 
Perliaj>a, dire danger on thi‘se barren plains. 
Handed rnariiiiders on tlieir winged steeds, 

M ho, having track'd their victims through Ihedayt 
(onic now to fall upon them in their sleep, 

And fill the air Avith cries of MimmI and death. 
Hut suddenly they stop in mid career 
As though aware of man's v' inity. 

These nightly wanderers in the wildemesa. 
Seeking from far a change of pasturage ; 

The guard whose heart beats fast and audibly 
Already hath his horn upon his lips, 

And the keen hound, scarce by a gesture stay'd, 
(Vouches half buried in the indented sand. 

All needless caution, for the intruders turn 
M'ith rapid flight toAvards the inouiitain’d west. 
Are sudden lost in dim obscurity. 

But though the camp still slumbers undisturb'd, 
’Tis not for long this sweet oblivion v 
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For tho Tex*d guard who rocks him to*and fro 
On the uncertain balance of his spear. 

At odds with sleep, with eyes weigh'd down, 
subdued. 

\71iOBe sense of hearing lingers on the edge 
And painful confines of half (-(insriousness, 

And blendeth with its fading powers n noise 
Like a loud whispering Imiigeth in the air! 

As it approaciies nearer it beenmes 

Like the north wind when rushing through the trees. 

Thence to a roaring and a hissing eouiid 

As when the storm makes havoc in the sails 

And conlnge taut of some ho tossed shi]i, 

In answering tlincord to the seething waves; 
Now he looks up, beludd. in darken'd space, 

As a huge dragon stretehing Tiiany u rood. 

The binls of night as hlemleil mtu one. 

In the ohseuritv thi*mselves haiv tnadi*. 

Bent on their ineasiirM migratory flight, 

Wing their slow way across the desert sands, 
Aweary of the forage they have left. 

Shunning the in In is pi table Dear] Sea shore. 
Where Ash nor fowl nuikc willing resitlence. 
Shaping their course^ with oldi<}ne certitiidi' 
Towards the ever-teeming fruitful Nile. 

And DOW tlic udvaiiee guard wheels above the 
camp. 

Sweeps a wide circle and descends more near. 
With a prolong'd and .simultaneous cry. 

Gives notiee to thy myriads who respond 
With deafening clamour warping on the air. 
Rise l^gher and hold on their safer course. 

The oamp is rous'<f^in wild l>eu'ildrrmcj)t, 

AU rush in terror madly to thevr arms, 

As si|dden fallen on the day of doom. 
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The morning 8«*cs them once more on the march 
And nuiny a weary day and linjcering night 
la Rtill hotwixt thrill and their jounicy’a end. 
At Irii^rth th«;y rro.H.H and leave the iinrtuous flood 
J)nviiriy K;fy;>tiiinM in the oiit<‘r fndd 
Scatter the wrain in awolfeii idleness, 

And ytindt-r lowers and turrets now ariae 
Kntiti pan-hed Ki^ypt's ejtv, rude and old. 

The K^yptian nliouted and tu Joseph apako: 

' .Since i do find you worthy of your hirc» 
(ViiirteouM and willing in your servitude; 

Withal endued with a fair knowledi'e, far 
Heyotid vour youn;; exp'rienee and your yeSTS^ 
1 shall fliHpose you to some officer, 

Sonii* man of state and c'ood uhility ; 

Wliereliy the eoinfort of your life to come 
Will l»e iiiiTeas'd hy trust and fair re>?ard, 

K'en as you rise in fiivour with \oiir lord: 

. m 

Ami 1 shall ^aiii a profit better worth 
Than wen* you barter'd at the coinriion mart 
For eoinnion hire/ ~ Voiiii;' Joseph but replied; 
Miod's will be fluiie.'-- Hut this beniiin intent 
Was thwarteii by the nialiee of the chief 
Into whose hands youiit; Joseph hdl by lot* 
And as if faUallv Ik* was diM reed 

V 

To drain the c‘iip of aiiuiiish to the dregs. 

Was without mercy driven to the mart 
With every mark of barbarous cruelty. 

Might it not be design'd by Providence 
That Joseph’s patience niid humility 
Should merit the reward and dignities 
Reserv'd for his high exaltation f 
To an Egyptian lord of great, estate 
Nam'd Potipliar,the captain of the guard 
Of Pharaoh, king of Egypt—unto him ^ 
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Waa Joseph sold a bondsman to his wilL 
But Potiphar (a man of gentle blood), 

Seeing young Joseph*^ merit, put him straight 
Into some trust, and by degrees inrr<*as*d 
His favour and regard (following desert). 

So Joseph lived in honourable bonds. 

The steward of his )ioiiM>hold and nffairs. 
Meanwhile his grii^ved father mourn'd his loss 
As tho* he liad been ravish'd from the eardi. 


Scene I.— Potiphar''s f/uust^. 

I'tn'irilAK U 7 u/ JuSEI'U. 

Pot Ir 11 AH 

Wear this gold chain. 

JOSKPH 

You honour me, iny lord. 
P*»TIPfIAR 

Young man, my pride is lessf^r than iiiy truth, 
And fair d**.seri shitfild be respected well, 

But most of nil when native in a slave. 

This chain 1 give thee, not to pay thy worth, 
Only ti> honour it; for 1 have found 
Since thou hast had mine office in thine hand, 
Thy goveniment has brought me more respect, 
More honour and renown, than ever yet 
Did wait upon mine own ; and hence 1 know 
Thy God is with thee, that thy office thrives, 
And I' am made partaker of the good; 
WheRfore 1 love and honour thee as much 
As wext thou born my brother. Thy respect 
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Has been to me as p^rcat as ever child’s 
Was to its sire Faith, it is very stranjc^e — 

It seoms pleasure is allied ti> tears, 

For niy eyes hum to talk upon thy love. 

As tho* I did not leave theu here in trust. 

Hut were about to quit thoc without date, 
Furecastiiig final separation. 

Joseph 

My most just lord ! 

PormiAR 

T must go hence to-night: 

Tlif! king doth send me on an enihasay ; 

Yet I go not while ttiou renmin'st behind; 
Therefore the ollires and tru,ita I leave 
Sleep ill my ear as things already done. 

Hse my house freely ; tend my lady's will: 
Thuii’It find obedience in inv tnistv slavea,—> 
Therefore eomrnaiid thy plensurea. Thou hast 
earn'd 

A fair ami honour'd fellowship with me. 

When'in I pain : so fare thee well, and peace 
He ever i^ith thee, puanlian of my house. [Exit, 

Joseph 

How have I earn'd a hajipiiieHs like this ? 

Patience, preat (lorl, W’as ail my <{U}iiity ; 

Thou hast rew’arded mo bevond rnv worth.— 

^ ■ 

Ah ! ’tis the wav of bountcouM Providence 

■ 

With those whosi^ stubbornness doth cede to peace t 
And he who bears repcaU*d tnals well. 

With pcntle and robiikeless tcniperance. 

Under the anpel's winp doth take his stand; 
And for h'la faith and human fortitude v 
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MeeUi lilt reward on oarth.—Oh ! pntiotiVr, 

I never will forsake thee, thou|;'ti this joy 
Were turn’d into a nioaii--prciU'(*t me still. [Extt, 

SeSNB II.-- -I ('hftmfM'r in Ptfliiihnr'jt iJuuse. 
Enter PuiiAXANOR ami Jo.SKrii. 

Phkaxanor 

Hb— lia—-ha ! — 

1 clieck in iny lanuhtiT ; dost thou notice it ? 
Gan’at tell me why f 

JoSKI’lI 

Macl.'iin, I liave not tlioM^lit. 
PlIKAXANtm 

Wert thou to on tin' left side of me 

Thou’d&t wake the knuwledt'e. 

Jo.'^Krii 

How so ? — I do not M*c. 
Phkaxanop. 

Because my heart (k>th ^row on the Irft hkIo.— 
A grievM spirit oft he;ruiIeH itself 
With laufuhter aiL<l afTerted idleness ; 

But all this while a ]>eriluus weight will hanp; 
About the hrra'ft, tlireatoiiiiifr its hoa.sted pcaec; 
Arid, like Time's finder on the dial’s hand. 

Will atop it at the hour.—Ah, me! - alas! 

My mirth was of rny head, not of iny heart, 
Aw nuKpk'd my patience. 

Joseph ^ 

^ I am griev’d at this. 
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I 

PintAXANnn 

Nnv, no phvHlridn c*or did hoal a wound 
By ^rioviii^ at tlx* hurt. Vrl a whit<* hand 
^)VrMjirt*iided hy tho t«Midnl vimiih of youth 
Hath t|iiirtrd a ludy'rt 
And taught hi'f how to iimilo. 

Mad.im, indeed 

A ftiinple titin^ tlxit ’.*t honoiirahly fair 
Doth iiiat«'h my iiiidiTMtandinx and my wit, 

A ruiiiph>.Y riddle 1 could rx'Vfr learn. 

And am amaz'd nt ymir roloirers 
Who fancy they the act of Fate, 

liy virtue of their gravity and heani.M, 

With {londeriiig eye .still seanliing in a cloudy 
With <*onsf*<T.iled Wiinil of ehori wood 
Still gropiiii' fur the jewel in the atr.kW. 

Pill*. \K.\ sou 

Dll ! wi>ke on the wrong .side. If you would leoitt 
Strange matter!*, never choose a woman's tongUOJI 
For 1 peri'eivo you still do .swt'rvc asido 
From tutoring of tlieiis. ^ 

Jnsr.iMi 

Woiilil I could catch 

The motive of your worvls. My duty bida 
To answer you Ifocoming iny estate. 

PliRAXANOU 

Yon might l»o pleas'd to catch it from my eyei' ■ 
Do they look anger'd ? 

Joseph 

Itentlo, to a fault, 
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Pbraxavor 

They match mv h**Art, f»jr I linvo pojssioniv. wir; 
And did 1 CAt< h tliria pn'piant ^\ilh a oploCTi, 
Fiei^ or tame, or when 1 woiiM romniancl 
Tbiar lustre to he tempt in;' witli eneimriif^eiiienty 
To any friend that's dear unto my breast, 
l^d pluck them out.. 

JosKrif 
Madam ? 

I'lin.lXAN'OR 

are fair eye; 

I know they lire. Fi»r 1 ha^ nften paii.s'd 
At eve of sinkine ri» t)ie .silken bath 
With maiden admir.ition at their power 
Reflected in the water like twin star.^i; 

Yours bear upon their eoluur. 

.toSKl’II 

Mnd.irn, vmi did 

_ ^ »■ 

Goiomand me to your presenee, and I pray 

n you have <Miise for my attemlanee h<Te 
Yet make it known nnrf> your M^rvunt'a e.ir. 
Fve leani'd of iny lord’.s kindne.sa the respect 
.Due to your honoiirM servien, and lielirve 
That thoii^'h he far dLsUint from hi.s home, 
His heart remains with me and my good tm.'^t. 

PnRAXANon 

Joseph, no more of that! 

m 

Joseph • 

Madam, a1a.s I 


u 2 
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r 

PlIRAXAKOR 

Tilou dweirdeit in C-anann. Muid’Ht thou ? 

Joseph 

Madam, 1 did. 

I’llHAXANOR 

\VLut kind uf uir ? 

JosEPir 

Warm and oonpoiiiaL 
PnP.AXANOR 

Indrrd ?--rvi* ir»'in*rally lh*:ird that nirn 
An* fnvourM i>f tl^* t-iimaU* wlirn* thoy live. 
Ih'tliink tlii*o''siirrfy nur hot K^iypt has 
S\volt(*n thy rorolliTtiuii of thi* placf. 

Tlir>ii'rt likp a m.in that's iiiirtiir'd upon ice, 
]*Vd \^itii a spoitiry snow, and n'urM ufH>ii 
A niriuntaitrs top \\h(*n' winds do fnn'Zii the air.— 
('on;*rni.i1. Kuid'.st thou f —TluTi* 's no drop tiiat *• 
warm 

f'oursiii^ allot Jut roun*! tlioso purph* veins,— 
Hero, let me touch thy hand—it is cold—cold— 
Tvo Ei;y[>t\s sun in mine. ^ 

JosH‘II 

Pure fire indeed. 

You do mistake ; my hand is not so rold; 
Thouizh 1 confess rvt* known it wanner Car, 

For 1 have strumbled nizainst heated blood* 

And am prollrioiit in forbearances. 

PitRAXANOR 

Indeed ? Are women's wiis, then, merely dust 
Hltiwn by a pufT of resolution 
Into their doting eyes f 
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Joseph 

Wit w liiit air— 

For dost the quern brrcinios ; if she he 

Sha breaks to |;;old aii(i diainond diisti past worth. 

The pjrDp<*r metal of a firrfert star : 

If flhe be not, enibalniin;' is no rurr. 

PlIRAX'ANOK 

Come* Joseph, how \*ou jil.iy npon my words— 
Nay leave this wranglin;' * thy sinitll moiilli in- 
sooth 

Was made for swretrr talk. Nay, throw nsido 
This pondoroiiH mask of grayM' you wear. 

Or give it inr, and 1 will r.ist it forth 
To where mv lni.-^hand goveruH his nffairs; 

It will not rrarh liini, nor la* riM'o;;iiiK*ri 
More than if he were blind. -Come Jicrr, I a.iy - 
Gome here. 


JosErii 

What would you, madam 1 1 attend. 
PyCRAXANOU 

Why, put your fingers on mv ImniinK brow 
That you have Mirr'd into ibis rpienehabte heal, 
And touch the miseliud that your rye has made— 
Do it, 1 sav, or 1 will raise the house.— 

Why. that is well. Now 1 will never say 
A sudden word to startle thee acuiri, 

But use the gentlest breath a wi^inaii has.— 
Aye, .now you may nviiovr your hand—yet stiiy— 
1 did not Bay witirdraw it—you mistake:— 

You ate too jcaloits of the wonMroiis toy; 

Leave It with me and 1 will give you mine; 
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1 hold It M A bird that I do love 

Yot to hjse.— hV on th;it steward** ring— 

Now jihuiild it slifip 'tviiil fall into my neck. 

JOSKI'II 

My lord did ord«T, In* left llie house* 

That certain incrcli.iiits sliunid l)e furnish’d fortli 
Of the kilim's Atnre-^, ai:«l of his proper trust: 
They do attend rne, and 1 nniHt not let 
The ki'vs nist idly at the steward’s side. 

To honoiirahio service 1 am hound, 

By dat<‘oiiM love unto our honour'd lord ; 

And this is just; tlier fore I take iny leave.[iSsrit. 

rilllAXA.VOK 

Scar’d like a timid clo\e when suddenly 
A human face looks in upon ito nest! 

Now should 1 he revenj:''ii of mine own face* 
And with my nails dii' all this beauty out, 

An<l ]ut it into hniievcomhs. Vet, no : 

I will enjoy the uir. fet'd daintily, 

Be hoiintiful in smiles, and ;:race rny channi. 

As the blown rose is beau titled by leavea, 

Wliieh else shows barely ’mon;.st the barren twigs : 
For he who will ruit stoop him for desire. 
Strides o’er that pity which is short of death. 
What! to bo pitied wht're 1 w'outd bo lov’d!—- 
<io to -1 nitlior would bo scorn'd outright. 

Nor ioso iiivself in lookin;* for inv loss. 

Tho spriiii; is full of flowers whore to choose; 
And indepeiideiu'o is the art of love. 

As ;;i\inf' no temptation uiKu |»ow'er, 

Which ill the untoiu h’d heart f^rows to conteiapt. 
Sli^o is A fool who beats her milky breast 
To tiiid tho pleuMire which her lover wealh 
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A« evrelefli aa the leather in hia cap. * 

Thia hoy ia young, honest, and virtuous: 

But he ia also beautiful to see. 

It cannot be that honesty which lives 
like to a beggar—or a miser, more— 

Minute by minute weighing of itself, 

Should quench the property of youthful blood. 
Ftl hang my arms, love's trophii‘s, round his neck ; 
No premature dull winter in his hand 
Will atriko the citron from so fair a tre«'; 

Nor wiU autumnal languishment decaying 
Leave me to sicken on bo fair a stalk. - 
Vaporous desire like a flame delay'd 
Cnep» with my pulse and b?i»MeH of its bouxida. 
Too mean, too limited a girth for it. 

Impatience fn^ts ino— vet I will be proud, 

And muse upon the cuiupiest ere 'tis won ■ - 
For won it shall Ikv—O h ! dull I’otiphar, 

To leave thy wife and travel for thy thrift. 
While such a R]>irit tenileth her her wine. 

Ho—give me liiiiKic', there I-play louder so! 

[JSxie. 


Si KSK III. — Pot{phar*tt 

EnUr PrjRAXANOft and Attendr 

PnitAXANon i 

Doit thou deBpi.Me love, then ? / 

Ma*dam, not qui^. 
A nlhy that is pure is betfi*r worth 
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Thu onc^ that's flaw'd and streak6d with tho 
Jifi'ht : 

So ta a heart. 


Plir.AXANOR 

A rul>v that is tlawM 

«• 

Is wtirth than one that's aunk a mils 

BoniMlh th<* dry sand (if sniiu* dc.'^Tt placo ? 
Su is u In'art. 


Atti:ni>ant 

Then, madam, you would aay 
That there is nothing in the world hut love* 


r*K ';.lX ANOU 

Not (piite ; hut 1 would s.iy tin* PuTy aun 
Doth not o'ershine tin* galaxy so far: 

Nor doth ii top-h within a jewidl'd mine 
Amaze the eyi* heyond this diamond here. 
More than the ruddy offices of love 
Do ^dovv hidure the eominoJi slejid of life. 


Attf-ndant 

A knowledge worth the stooping for, 

Fol PlIRAXANOIt 

"souls siiprcmaev udriiiU no sex : 

Y “ a woman, and am prrnid of it. 

CtO|jre content that man shall take the lead, 
^^^'.ving he ever will look hack on us 

doting eye. not caring h 'W’ he steps. 
Ana^ij, hlindlv. wo inav guide him SO 

pie sliall turn which way jidiu!! pleaae us best: 
hn ,..|u |)4M-kuu him where'er we will, 

RW« 'ad him ever ruund .nhoixt his crave, *'• 

To 1 
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And in whenever we lint.— • 

All matters that arc greater than ouwlvea 
Do timec their a<*crrt grarra to our hands. 

For glory captains atnigglo in the fight. 

And play against thi* bulwark nf the foo 
1U oVrorowing I'nginrs in the stubborn siege; 
But love doth brae** the garland on his head, 
Maldng proud victory sw(M>tor than it is. 

What warlike pritu'o diil dofT his laurel yet 
Bat be did cast it. in .some fair iuaiir.H lap. 
8a3riiig» ' My groatneKs I minniit to thee, 
Miatroas of it, nn<l me. and my pnuid heart' ? 
He who ha.s won whateVr lie still desir'd. 


Strewing his path with flowe^n of sweet surcoss. 
Is yet a pour and nii'lanc'hblie man, 

Saa as a beggar rniving in a porch. 

Being denied the woman he dfa-s lovi*. 

Love doth attach on independency : 

Bravery of suits enriching the bright eye, 
Sweetness of person, pleasure in discoiirse, 

And all the reasons why men love tliem.selvos; 
Nay. even high otFii es, renown and prai.si'. 
Greatness of nanio, honour of men's reganl, 
Bower and state i^nd sumptiioiis array. 

Do pay a tribute to the lips of |i>ve, 

Fetching their fre.^lmp'^s and their darling gi 
From woman's approbation,—w'liiting still 
Close to her elbow till she pleaso to smile 
Upon the cause wlicrcfif thn iirnii is proud. 
AndVav that it is well ; our wiu liery 
Doth claim their rarity, as our priiiia jest' 

Tho’ )>iit the footstool of a royal king, 

When W3 1>etra\'*And trip him to the earth 
Hia crown doth roll Lieneath usf.—Horses have 
Ssch^wer to grace their lords or break their i>d. 
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As w«, fcft* wo add passion to our power. 

They think vs gentle, seroiid unto ihoni. 

And blind tli^in t*} tho wheol.H wluTcon we wocfc. 
Our will is the strung riiddiT to our bark; 

Our wit, the sails ; Iteauty, tlie swcllinft tids^ 
('jij»ri<-e, the laekle, servin;; t<i all winds.— 

Thu* li;;ht as iiuthin^. yet it tells like truth ; 
And eon.Htaney, tlic anehur that's uphcav*d« 

For over falling and yet never struck. 

Tlius «h> we voyaj^e o’er the fickle world, 
Marking our image ujioii evi-ry wave, 

Still moving onward to what port vre will. 

Aye. there it is! who r^ari control our wills f 
Judgement and kno0*'dge. grey-beard wisdom, ana 
Devoled straw unto our burning will.— 

We will not fear : and if we spy a toy 
We’ll mich it fnmi the moon, with sudden hand— 
Why—what shall stop us in our uutorpriso ? 

A rri-:Ni>ANT 

Madam, your sjM*ech is fire. 




PUR.AXA.VOR 

Difti'i it bum you t 


Wl 

y\m:NI>ANT 

St ri 

V-i' not thirtk that 1 had li\M .so long 


Wh 

Co,, 

No, 

Th( 

Anc 

As 

Wl. 


have liv'd. 


rilRAXANOR 

Indeeii !--why do 3'ou bluah t 

a 

ArrExnANT • 
cu*'ise T never d.fr'd to trust inv thought^ 

nirt» , 1 » 1 » 

r|,^, lo ! If IMS e'f'rtp tl. 
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PlIRAXANOIl 

Do you, tlkcn* love ? 
Attendant 

In aoolb I rver fi'urM to call it love : 

I knew a minstrel who hiui fallen in love, 

And, though he sun;' the nion* his |i!aiiitive DOtety 
Yet never was he merry any inon\ 

PlIRAXANOK 

A wanton waste of frail mortality 
To keep the portal of a srpuh lire. 

And wet n ph*n<liii;; lutt' y eh mt-IIow tears. 

And hoop the heart with meiaiieholy HtniiiiK! 
That man does dote upon liis vrrv j:rii'f; - 
The gaudy'Coltjur'd story of his inind. 
Imagination, is his bed-fellow ; 

The past and future beini; both forgot, 

The precious pn^sent running all to waste. 

There is an niirient fashiiiu in the world, - 
S*eu sigh and choose again. 

, Atte.n'dant 

This may be w'ell. 

Phraxanor 

tfc is tho fivefold cu.stont of the day. 

Attendant 

One flower in my Ui»4jin were enough, . 

■And 1 have got pne in my memory 
t irouid not iiftrt with for a WTiderness, 

Oh! it is delicate and loveK* Uio, 

BeJ^nd the grossness of this heartless world. 
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Your pardon, madam, in all your chroniclca 
I ti<*v4^r kn«-w you crodit your own sex 
For porftM'i frutli. 

PlIRAXANOR 

Bor'a use; it is a fable. 

Attknijaxt 
I liopo not, madam. 

Phkaxanor 
Niiy, it is a f.il'In : 

C*ivc me your iinii ovrr ivi»ry .steps,— 

ril sit in my lortl'.s^lii.di siMt, aiKl prove it flO. 

Truth is siihlinie ; the" uikitpie i^xcrlleru'u ; 

The hriiTht of wisdom, the .snprerTif* <if power» 

The priiK-iple nml pivot of the world. 

The that .stistaiiis the arched heavens 

And Time, ihe frafrnumt of Kterriity, 

Eternity itM-If, but fills the scale 

In trutli*s untremblin^ liaud. His votaries 

lioloni; to him entire, not he to them ; 

The iininolution must be all rom]>leto. 

And woman .still make.s re-ierva^ioti. 

Our feeliMf; kloth resemble the kinu'.s coin. 

No rnimt'-rfeit, for it di>th bear our weight, 

The perfert ima>;e, absolute, enthrouM : 

Now, the kinij’s eoin belonus to many men. 

And only bv .dlowanee is rail'd bis : 

« * 

Ju.st SO our ftM>lin^ stands with rireiim.stAnoe. 
WhetieVr the kiii^ doth ^ive a i* hlen mark. 
The addition is the imnp^ of himself. 

*Ti.s .so \^ith Woman's feelinp— mH‘.k mo well; 
’Tis true Imve the |K>wer to love and hate, 
Iiiditlp' antipathies and sympathies; ** 
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But power to pierce through thought to absoliite 
truth,— 

Hftb’a reaaonini; inin^niuition,—still 
Is coniprumis'ii in uiir nmtfrn.il si'x ; 

Onzs 18 a pri'HfMit, not nn nltstriu-i powor ; 

And, iirith it, ko iiuirh art. wliiili, in n woman, 
]>id never fail to nnike :i ^'iant knri'l. 

If Art Biul Honesty do run a race. 

Which tunil>l<'4 in the mire ( Ask those who 
starve. 

Jjove is the purest ns.-^ein e of our souls. 

And who eaii tell how luany nititiest tiiaitJs 
Have paid its triluite in an e.irlv toiuh, 

The martyrs of our pnijuT riliee ! 

Question the practice ami 1 lio aviuich, 

1^ marrM is Nature, that this fon.slaney 
(The rari'st j<‘wel that the cmi huast) 

Is the hue failing: (»f our weaher sex ; 

For men nniriii. ami I Iielieve it too, 

That Truth is greater than the hesiilo : 

Therein we flaj:, herj-in our wi‘akne‘'s faints ; 
Meekneas and patiem-e, temlerm'.'vs umi love, 
These qualities are our inherit.iiici*; 

Knowledge and love of truth am] power, 

Are the ntrone engines in the heart of man. 

Our chiefest virtue is our forfitinie ; 

Yet maids who die in love do lack it much. 
Showing the world a haiilfh; t<i (heir griefs. 

Oor chiefest power is our .stiihhorn will, 

Which we do lack the euri‘'tariev t/j rh**^'l:, ,, 

SeeiDg it is oiir agent and not Truth's, 

A gi^t dwarf, to .forage for oursid\'i-H. 

Theniore, siiico^Truth reipiires that I sliouid lay 
Ha ] prostrate at Iher foot ami worsliip her, 
Batfrer than w'icla her sceptre and her power. 
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1 slittl] Ik* bold to follow mine own waj, 

And 11 .HO the world T find wit and means; 
And aH I know of nothing but old age 
To boiinii iiiy will, ao nothing will f 
But 1 w\A.4tf' w'ord.i: you iii> ii>>t iindrratand. 

Attkmiant 

Madiirn, nH^oin^dly your spv‘i*i-h doth aound 
Like M’lisc* 1 I aiiiiot t‘*il 

PllllAXANOrt 

Sih*ni'<\ no more. 

Rnp|> 0 ’^^’ you dill I'Xfw'' t Ou' ni.-iii you love 
To WMit. on viiii jiboiit *hiA plai i‘ arid time, 
Wliat liiibit and lu^aviour woulil vou uac ? 

At T KNfMN'T 

W I'Tf 1. likf* you, a lady of I'.sfate, 

I w'ouM aditrn iny brow with a bii'jht atar 
Of t ru>tiMi ibaTni>iid'i$ lui»*n* - MSainM W'ith gold. 
Like to u fri»^t«’d suidbiwiT, wli*-n tin' morn 
Blink.H in th** r.ist, and plavA upon ita front. 

Mv hiiir .nlnnild b(Mr a Tcira of iiright g**nia; ^ 
And all my v*d\<*t slii>uid br bxtji'd about 
With r«ilnurs bltuiiliiiu* into liarMiony. 

1 would hip w':it**r fraiirani'M with hwert guRi. 

To |'iv»' my broathini* Half riK'liii'd. 

1 wrotild rei*«*ivo him with a fn*** difW'ourse 
Which he should load, wherein IM acquiesce. 

PflRAXANnri 

Ah, rliild ! there lies more mischief in a smile 
Than in the king's own tioim**, aiid nil his wasts 
Of wnMtlied pol«l iMid weighty jewelry.— 

Como, help to dn\ss me straight. « 
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Attenhant 

What fasthiun, inAiluTn T 
PlIRAXANOR 

The Sttitr}' hour wt‘II oi'ra.sion ; 

That HilJc of KOH.<iiiu*r liki* fawny ffolil • 

Throw it on louf»oly : ."o. ’tin wrll ; yi^ nfay, — 
Bee to the nork ; fit tiioTi Homr tonch'r l.uo 
About the rim. The pn^-ioii.i jewel ehitwii 
But erantily i.i oft desired most. 

And tender net.H ararr not thi« timid hird. 

A little seerrt is a temptin^^ thinp 

Bevond wide tnitli’a <-niifi'SMio«y (I'ive me flowers 

That I may them in my ample hair ; 

And eprinkle me with l.iV('iidrr aitd iiivrrh. 

Zone nu* around with a itnMil chaiti of ^old. 
And wn'athe my arms with pearls. So- thia will 
do— 

And in go*)d time, for yonder ,h»srph eoines, 

I A»iih. 

Which Have.H me the eoininand t<» bring him here ; 
Ght) me a cup of v^ine. 

'ATTENnA.ST 

Amber or purple ? 

i 

PlIRAXANOR 

Amher with the spieo of Arnhy. 

I hear hia nieaniirM yet, ehisth* Htep 
Staidly udvanr-e along the corridor. < ^ 

And from this damask'd alcove iinolatcrv'd 
Gan cbn'omplalo his hcauty as he comeii. 

What thoughtful wiailom in that face of youthi 
Blending in sweetnesa and in hannony ; ■ 
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An eyo Mut Im^hitih wilh gravity nnd fite,-— 

Ttio much of thatthat iuu»t he tam'di anb- 
diK^d 

To thi* t!ri-at .‘'C*T*‘i. (liariiiM t«» ohljvioii- 
That iiMrh]i‘ fnMif a Vfiiicd taMi't fair, 

\Vh<Ti’*»fi iiiv lip'i jili.ill frar«‘ rny lii'^tory ; 

Hia li.'iir uf that ran* tirjr. ii<ir M.n-lv nor bioviiy 
Of olivi- aiiihcr'd iTi tli*‘ ^ul^^s hriiTht rays, 

That it» Iniijr«‘r in it> fuMs« 

\\ hit fi u'i'r liiH hli'Miirlon*, hkf* a wave^ 

RolU in (liNonliT'd order, cmcefully 
Mi'iindi'riri;* and i nr]iiii5 on itsrlf. 

Yuutlifiil |»»TfiMfiini, hKi* a InirstiriL' rti-a*. 

(tlowM inttj inanlnv'd, niid yet liii;_'i'r<4 jitill 
In the proportion** tine of inoiddini! {m>\\cT, 
Partakiii;* of the IlmviT and the hud. 

A linin'*' vrraee, re|Hi’<** in .nti*)ii, 

O'en'IoiitlH him like an i leinent divine ; 

A (aided anirel 'waiting for his ■ 

Surely thin man *s iii>[)ir">i! 

In hi*: retiring modest v hid 
A secri't I harm of native inn>»( I'nee. 

Ah ! too niur-h virtue is a naii'jhty erinic 
That never vet grew old in tin*' er«'V world* 

Uh ! for an witli a suht!** hand, 

A soul iiillam'd, ahungerM of rei;own. 

To deck my rhumher with this undrap*d gtacel 
Iai ! I lind nature is a luiNeliy. - 
Tho silken stu*lv of a courtier’s life. 

Fading before this youth's Minplieity. 

£*«hT JosKrii. 

* Josiiru 

Madlini, ?o please- 
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PlIKAXANOR 

rn hnar ihiv by and by. 
VyiB^v depart; yet Htay, and first arrange 
Mjr MUadAl, that uiisf^rnly duth ivsrapt'. 

Higher atill tlicro, tlto trannpan'iit silk 

Tofieni townrils tin* aiJJi'. Ilavi* n ran*; 

Let me nut liavr to 1 l.nii* tliis fmilt :i{':iin. 

[/ijril Attendant. 

Josrrri 

Hodam, I have a int'ssa^f* from rny lonl. 

rURAXANOR 

Put that to rest, ffive me f*oIflrii box, 
*Tia fill'd with [»rerious .Mpikmanl, (|iieiMi of Kt-eiita. 

spilU it on htH htatL 

JoSKMI 

Madam, what must I say 7 My Htate is low. 
Yet you do treat me an you ini^liL iny lord 
IVlieii he beauii;^lit yi»ur hand. 

PilKAXANOR 

Must 1 fret lip, 

And coat myaclf in thy STistainirif; arni!i, 

To sink ihoc to a scat 7 - f urnc, ait thou hero. 
Kow 1 will neik'hlKiur tin*** and tell time why 
1 coot that ointiiieiit on tluM*. 


Dettte it. 


J<I.SKPII 

I did not 


PllRAXANOB. 

«• You did ask rne for it. 
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Joseph 

Madam t 


pHIlAXANOri 

You tiriMthM upon iiii* ns yt>u did advance. 

And sMi'i't.-'. do l(»vo Kwi'ot.M for an ofTt^ring. 

My in awoi't am] Aubtlr, yet I dar*cl 

Not put my lijis half close critiU)j:h to thine 
To ri'iider imek the fiivoiir ; sti I miv 
T he ubitL'atiuii did dcutiiTui us much — 

Whv, what jiTii.ize is now upon thy face— 

Will nothini; please f 

^ Jf»-4Krn 

Mad.im, your arm—pray move. 

PnK.VXAN’OK 

You peevi.ih hir*l—liki' a wrk eaiile I 
Could fiiin devour, but iiuy not. 


JOSKI'II 

1 beesf'ch yon. 

If you rc'^fiect your pla<e. or niv fair name, 
L-'jidt> Viiur pri.so!un;{ urni-* and let luc go. 

I’tIKAXANOK 

Tr^tiible to fear the woiiiaii you iui'.:ht love. 


JoaEPii 



1 wmild far sooner honour her. 
PlIRAXANOU 


(.olid, cold, still cold ; f eye \>^u like to one 
Thnt dicth in my anus : U^ware viui rhill 
Mo||too : you do a wroiig, and herein court 
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Mach danf^r. I would riak tbo world*for you; 
But lilow me cold with ^our eharp frosty breath, 
^nd these same arms that you round about 
liay turn to bitter chainii. We lire most dear 
la our affectLoiis ; in von^«\ixif'o most resolvM. 

Ji»SRrif 

Madam, I have a spirit beyond fe.ir. 

God knows the duty that 1 nwe your lord 
Would break my heart did 1 eoininit this sin. 
But madam, hear the reason that 1 have. 

Why my loni's honour dearer is than life, 

1 do renieiidHT me. when tir^t 1 eaiiic 
Into this land of K;;y|>t. fii;.'iuve. 

Forlorn, an>i wreti'hed. bruised at the heart, 

Ad iron rollar rourid about my ne<*k, 

DcgmdiniL; Tiiark of bitter servitude. 

Buird ill the press of slaves upon the mart. 
Brimful of misery unto the rruwn, 

Forlorn, east out. nbandonM, and bereav'il. 

A eoitaiii man did look into my fare. 

As thouith t*i penetrate iny very k^iuI. 

By slow de][;rees eom'ietion work'll on him, 

And throu;;h inv j^ufTerinu** he read iny heart, 
And all his features nn'tivr] at the Kight. 

A sacred pilv stole intu his eyes. 

That dw i'lt on me ill f/i'iitle U'ndeniess. 

Oh! balm of sweetness, v^hiit a holy joy 
PonrM like a llufid into my thousand wounds 
Of sou) and body's sore alHiction, 

Whereof I languish'd in my pilf?rirnaj;re ! 

With his own haiir^s ho drf;w rny collar off, 

Mor bart>.'r'd with tin* merchant for iny priev. 
He tMk me to his hoiiv*. put in<* in trust, 
Jtiatl)^aiid wisely kept his eyes on me, 
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Weighing* with c&r*! n^y aoiions and deaerti 
An«i by degr<*«*H m*riv'd me to his breast, 
OVrluaJf'd me. with and rhaDg*d 

A chain (d iron for a chain of gold, 

A wolf nkin kirtii' fi»r ii purple duak. 

A life t»l wroffur <»iie of poacc, 

A hroki'n heart tu K>vf and teiidenicHa. 

Thin man, hh full td liiiman charitiea, 

Had iriiiny pn'i ioiia whir li he gave 

To me in trii.*vt, hul f.ir a1><>ve the roHt 
Was one in whii h all other.*; were absorb'd. 

As ill a holy r'oiise(T.ited Hhrine, 

Bouree rd Km Ide, hi< honour's nouri«ihmpnt. 

The los-H uf whi< h%\M)ii!d be a fell flecrec 
Of shame, dtvsp.iir, (ind infamy, and death. 
Mariam, thin liormtirM, liotiour ible man. 

Was noble J^utijdiar, your lord oiid mine. 

Need I arhl inon* f 

I pray you l«*t us talk on rornnion tilings. 

rilKAXANOR 

Neither I am not biMuliful, p»Tliaj'S,— 

Het 11)1 t«i be the univer'.il bini. ^ 

Whv\ hrTr' 'a a wuNte of )iarti ('plouf'd words^— 

II t^h■.sounding phra'-r'-s, rnipty rdorpiohcc- 

* My loni! my lonl.' It sr enteth id reproach* 
Bir, liave a care bltMul waitrt ou io'sult, ha! 

One way or othiT 1 will have your heart. 

JOSKPII [AfidEftr 

This wondnius ere.ature is of faultless tnottld, 
And grace plays oVr the inovtM,.ent of her 
Her marvellous beauty irresistible. 

A double rliarni. abandons langui.Hhmcnt, 
la {udt r\'pOM*, hiuls at uldivion. ^ 
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In notion her impnrious dignity, 
jU aecnt hours, might dictAio to the king. 

A moat unscrupulous voIuptuoiisnosA 

Nature in h«'r marwlloits fpiAliticB; 

A fascinating monster, fat.il cipially 
In action or rcnt'tion of her li»vo ; 

Vair flower of poisonous prrfuino horn to kill. 
Never the deinim had an iigcnry 
Where he had nought to do in wttrk that *s done. 
Talro pity on yonrsfif. on in<\ i»n him - [Ahntd^ 
On me, for y«iu would hat** tiu* mortally 

When once YOU were uwakenM from this droani, 

^ 

To see the hidt^ous monster you Inul iiudf. 
fio utterly ilnp<>.V(ili|i* t)lM Kim ft)V, 

Th»t I Ain prom* to think it Ls a hunt 
To try my truth and prove rny honesty. 

Pmis \ Y \Nnu 

Ah! ’ tis a feint th.ir hums my 1>ody u[>. 

And stirs my spirit hki^ a raging sea. 

Think you to ]My in words i - deeds--decils t 
For 1 ran t<'ll you that you hiivo in hand 
One who will have no tlehts. 

Jo.surii 

It is rnougb. 

Tis time this ho[H-less ennleat had an end. 

1 have Ixjrne tliis besieging patiently, 

Httll hoping to arouse your modesty. 

Oh f do nut force the. loathing that lies hid 
Within my gall to,rusli into iny face. 

f « j 

PlIRAXANoV / 

This IS the greatest blessing that you shun.^ 
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Jo.HEPU 

Or tbc worst .Vm. 

rilRAXANOR 

Oh ! not with such ecalefl. 

Jdhkpii 

Oil ! iiinflain, havi* .'i I'urf. 

J^llitAXANOR 

or rlso 

ril Hrt iny liilh* htot iiprin thv tUM’k ; 

Thou .irr :i hc.iiiiiftil anfl tln»u'*<y snake, 
(V»M, ai'.il inariiiiia^c, sum) roiTfl nrourul 
Opoit a hank uf (lowifrs. 

My ryr ^hall h** tin* irnovatiii^ sun—— 

Jo-iKi’n 

Ma<lafii, fi>r 1 a‘ar : I'rn ^i«-k to think on it. 

I’kkaxanor 

Von ownlo tlii** art. for Nafun' sure 
Novor (Ini put di'^iru'it iipnii a li]> 

So noiir a wotuan'.s : an ciupnisuitM cup 
Mij^ht r\ir*lli* nil the features 4 ^ thy face; 

Hut this s.itiie hian(li>hiuiUit upon niv hrow 
Could never thaso th*' colour fruiu thy cheeks. 

JosF.ni 

Ijove. hcini; forcM, so Mckrneth ihr sense, 
Tliat dull iniMiot 4 iny is nothiii^r to it.— 

A pallid iipp*nit4* is sweeter far 

TIkttU shiHke*! modesty and tierce dist4iste. 

a 

i'llH.WANOil 

You nro too dead a weight. 
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Joseph 

Why, let mo go. 
PlIllAXANOR 

My anfiB arc faint; smile tliuii. rihs of steel. 

JnsKPn 

The flun ne'er shined in a ])itch-l>I.iek ni;;ht. 

PlIHAXAN'OR 

Oh! ignorant hov, it is the serret hour 
The sun of love doth shine inoHt ^M(Hl1y fair. 
Cbntemptihlf* dnrknenit iwver yet did dull 
Tlie aplriidonr of love's {iiil{)it.fliiig liulit. 

At love's slight eiirtiiiiis, that are iiiaiii' of M&(ha^ 
Though e'er so dark, Hilen>’«* is tu‘en t4i stand 
Like to a Itower c loM'd in the ni^dit ; 

Or, like a lovi'ly linage droopimr chiun 
With ita fair heatl aslant and finger riiis’d, 

And mutely on its shinilder slum I »ering. 

Pakcfl do aoiimi ipiick iiiuxie in I.five'.H ear, j 
And blcndtvl fragrain'e m his startled hreath 
Doth hang the hair with tlrops f>f inagie de\%l 
All ontwanl thuii«lit«, all eoinnion eireiini.stavcc, 
An liuried in the rlimple of bis .Mnih* : ’ 

And the great rity like a \i.*iiijii sails 
From out the closing d(K>rs of the husliM mbid. 
Hm heart striki^s audibly against his ribs 
As a dove's wing doth freak upon a rage, 
Forcing the blinxi athro* the (Tamp«\l • 

Faster than dol[ihiii8 do o'ershf>ot the tide 
Cuura'd by the ynw«diig .nhark. Thendorc 1 say 
Night'^blo'ttniiig <'eres, and tha star-flower sw'eeti 
The hjpejsuekle, and the egluntine. 

And the ring'd vinous tree that yields red w^e. 
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Togpthftr^wiih all intortirining fiowen. 

An planta inojvt fit to raniMt- oVr each oilififj 
And furin iht* Imavit nf all-precious 
Rhroiidins tli«» Aim with fniirT.int Moom and leavttl 

Kroni ji'.iloii.H int^Ticjitinn nf Ia)vc'a i^azc.— 

TTiiH is Tx»vi**rt in flu* liyhf of <lav— 

But nil * ciiiiip.irc if Tint with flic Llark niglit,—* 
Dcliiv fhnii hun. aii'l {.five ine in'-tant night— 

Im Hnft, inystrnniH, anrl secret luuirs ; 

Thfi wliit)‘<*r «'t*iniis an* |>i!ln\v<« to bright atufl^ 
All! therefore ^''liroiid thine eyes. 


JosFi'ir 

\faiijni, for shame t— 

7*irriAX wou 

llrneeforfli. 1*11 nevt-r knit with nlnssrd boDOf 
But inl»'rl.ic«* my tirivf'T't iirii(>ri;L' thiff, 

Aful rnvcl them, nml if.terhire ULiairi, 

Kn thiit no work (hat 'a ilnue content tho 
That 1 iiiiiv never wi-.iry in mv work. 

• «r 

Jo.': I ril 

Would that my loril were neb ' ! 

Ph (lAXANitll 

Thy shall lio 

Tli« silken frnphy of th** spirit id Love, 

Where 1 will lap, fair rhainA, my wreathed anna. 

JnsKrii 

Wliiit *s to lie ilone ? Madam. {tI ve way, 1 pray yon* 

j 

I’hraxan^u 
Beware! you'll ciark rny l.i<e. 
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Jo.SKrii 

You will be hurt. 

Phraxanor 

Ohl for some savugp Htrrni^lh ! 

JoSKI'II 

Away? Aw.iy ! 
PllRAXAN'OR 

6o» you are lcxi.sr-1 pray you kill mo —do! 

JoAKrii 

Let me p.iM out at door. 

1*1111 \xanor 

I \\.%vr fi mind 

You aIiaII at oTjio walk >sitb thoMi hoiirst liiuliA 
Into your 

Jo.sF:rir 

Art* vuu ii Ijidv, madam ? 

* I’llRAXANOR 

I Was RO. but 1 am a draifoii now ; i 

My noiitriiR an* tit tiff’d full of stplcni'livr* fin* 

Bfy tonf^uo ifl turn'd into a ftirioii.H At ini;, 
mth which ril siriko you- Ila! Ik: sun 

JUKEI'II 

Madam, I did d(''*irc you no oflcncn. 

PUKAXASoh 

DeatlTand perdition, no! 


hn* t 

I* I U'l 
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Jo.sRrit 

Yoiir luvo is lost OD ttc^ 
Aud I ndus'd your ofltT; wliich was wise. 

rURAXANdU 

Oh! wjif* it !w> ? havf y<iu jto inurh scom leCtt 
Unload it in iny lap l<‘t in<' liavi' nil. 

That I may liati* with cause. Malice is proild« 
Nur yields to trilleM- nay, des[tis4« in«* more. 

.TdSF.rTf 

1 ne*fT di'.HpisM the la<ly of iny lord,— 

Only her vice. • 

PilKAXANOK 

My hird -my lord - canst thou 
Nut mouth that Word distinctly from my lady f 
Mv lord! lie siiD'lv .*ihall he paid full home 
That honoiir.i lords iilMjve a lady'rt love. 

Thuu hn.Ht no lord hut me, - t am ihy lord: 
And llioii j^halt find it. tiio- fi>iil that I wot 
To stoop my statelme-'S to such a calf 
Be\‘Ause lie hore ahout a paiitly,'r'.s hi<1e. 

That i.s not hlood whitdi faiiit« th in tliy veins, 
But only infant milh. Thmi minion ! 

Hou;;;hf iif> for dnnli'ery with idle ^old. 

Howf darVst thou look or wink thy traitorous eve, 
Muc]i le.ss to think, when 1 rotniiiiin<l thy will I 
Oh, hnipudeiice ! to scorn a ludde dame ! 

Wert‘*t not that royally has kiss'd niy hand 
Fd cjurely strike thee. . 

^ 'Joseph 

Madam ! he temperate. 
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PlIitAXAVOR 

WkoUd** thei* 8|H*ak. iriipudont slave ? lu'ware ! 
m liAVc thee shipp'd.---(*h ! f nin iiia<l tu think 
Tliat ever I shoulif hrini* nivHi'lf ti> srorn 
For such a stuliborn inmion as tliiMi art. 

Ha!—thou niert* hhailow • \\rrt('lif*il atomy! 
Fitrd full of nothing—makiiii' a Imiw sho'«\. 

Xiflra to a rol><* blown with the hoiiHtful wiiul*- 
Thoa worgf* than for that niolta to ihn 
Disgtace tii H^'ypt ainl lo-r ff‘v■‘rl^h air 
Thm shall nut stay in Kf/ypt. 


JosKrii 

1 ^Tifve at that. 

rilUAXANOR 

I am changM. Thun shall stay hero--and sipjt'O 
I ace 

Thm ia no spirit of lifr* in all tliis hIiow, 

Only a cheat unto the Knngiiim* I'Vc, , 

Thou shall he given to the Iceeli'H lifindM 
To study cauA<*.s (sp thy hlooilleiH heart 
Why men shouM he like piH'Si-.- A pretty pafcit 
l*ire brought inv d.'iiintle.Ha spirit t4). The.ne kiiacs, 
That neVr did hend hut to pliirk KiiitoriA up» ' 
And put them out of ho{H: —Oh! 1 am mud- 
Thaw feet hy common aci-iilent have innl 
On hatter necks than e’er how'M to the kiii] 
And must 1 tie them in a hand of li.Ht 
Befoia a slave like .tlji*e ? 

JOSKMI 

Still 1 lrK>k honestl] 



121 JOSEPH AND HIS DRBTHREN 

* PnnAXANOR 

Thy luolcs »ro grif^vnus liar", like my eyes; 
They me to think thou wcrt a man. 

If Mermin^ iii.'iko nu-n tliuu art one incliMx!* 
Hrernin^, forsooth ! Whv, wliat hacUt thou to 
.When th4)n iiii'?ht'.st f<Msi thy lips on my eyelidl^ 
To hari:; thy h<M<l thy Ifft Muruhlcr thus 
to a iniirliii-'iii (hitiii>; on a straw 

th'* widr wonih'r of tin* f4r4'eioii.s world), 
l^>Klinkiiii* !it lloiiostv, uml so hi^^nil'ti 
\Vith Its full n«'inh!iiiu'i' <>tufT‘il with nothing real; 
^tVhile I, like a efnijrealt^l irii’ln 
■Or Home dull yew tn'e hriHiilin^ o’er a fjrave^ 
^us MhiiiiiiM avo^hihly t —Tlum Hone-^ly ! 
f jke the arm'll tooth with the L;i!tleil anake* 
^lakim; ita l»'aiity ft'ar'd and yet adinirM, 

^ or that its |>ni>on is of prei ions use, 

T>Ihmi that iiiak'ht notliiin* 'if a iLiiiie like nie» 
^^I'low me thv proffer pet, that when one Auch 
Ii^ all liiT .sohiTUfS.'i niav inei't luy I’VC, 

1 ^tnay pre| are to hiirri her with luy gaze, 

A^ nd twit I .T with my seorn. 


Jo.SKI'lf • 

Honest women 

Ar,o iiiiule f fender stufT. and yet toi> tsmgh 
Ti>B w.irp or ipi.iil before the rye of vice, 
have voii no shame f 

I 

' rilBAXANOR 

^ h Nor will not havio: 

Wlllen crowned with Aui eesa. Ahame hi ughs aloud ; 
Whjt»n t'on*]uerM, ihame i.4 of itSL'lf asham^dL 
1 grown rhildish and ineonAt'quent; 

what have 1 to Hcan that's cnticail 
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Mjr wounded itpirit is benumbed and bniVdi 
And teeks to Icu^e itfioK in wandoring. 

I may he vanquish'd, but nrvf«r will Ik» weak. 
Thou art not furnrU to low. but ever to bo lov'd. 

[Aloud* 

Jn^K.eii [Aside, 

^ • 

This fasrinating d.in^'4'r inr rotind. 

iMVillg no door that 'h to rvM'npi*. 

She's g«>ne Uh» far for oin* \vlii» rn*'iT r«**’i*de«. 

And her blind pasMon. an 11 ton'h illuiiiVi. 

WiU ne 'er recoil bidoii* I'xiilopion. 

A single htqx* mntiiiis ii.vi*<iltli*, 

A silken thre.ad to »-.trry all 

Cbttid 1 tillutuo a virtuous fin* in tiiuo. 

Wo were all sav’d ! Ah ? rnterprise, 

llangeroua as hopeh^ss ; Klocpji-nr e niid Truth 

Befnend inr in tins ilire f‘Atremitv ! 

•Tis true there is u (onunon name (‘ail'd love 

[Aloud, 

But love and love is union opposite, 

Two flanies of difTepott colour and of heat. 

One that vonsuiiiefl nnd one u):.'iin tli.at cliarin 
Purs elernei.t of ('ontinuitv. 

Psacy's in(*<mstant idol still remains,— 

AH is not love in sensuality,— 

A day’s U^giniiing und a month to etid. 

PlIKATCANOR 

vhr, here is heyday logic ! 'tia thia hour { 
That 1 am born ; through a*I niy flowery yov^hili 
1 hava been following a miracle, ’ * 

A aoUd; Gonaequeiit, aubstantril dream ; \ 

Ha! ha! forgive me, J<>s(*ph, that i laugh; 

Thofi dit'tfie strangest nothing 1 e’er saw'. 
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Juscpii 

Ah riothinp, ihr'n, let me l>c entertain'd. 
And Iciive me to my imn uldivion. 
StM'inu tliat nritliirn; rnri tornmit no Bin, 
lOnoiigli for me iny :inee. 


I’lintXANfin 

1 am iiof ( iiri'iiis, yet f.un wiiuM catch 

TIiih ti^hl iKTi.il expoAitum. 

! Jn.-K*'.*! 

/ 

{Arid (o wlint i-ikI * Alan! it U'l^re in vain; 

|Jii ineamire we i^dvaiii e otir roadB divide, 
jAnil only teiul to the Antijiode.n. 

Tour Hiiul and hody own hut one idea, 
iur iiiiin* . eueli tendance,—light and darknCSS 
ill re ! 

PlIRAXANOIl 

r 

Now l^y all natur*' 1 nr/i curiouB 

‘Ht yi>u siipjiose me takiui in your net 
Or phraser lorni'd of silken gosH^imerp 
I pray yoii deign to an! iny ignurance. 

JoSKPlI 

TSic first great nttrihute is modesty, 

Miuree of self-government and self-respect: 

'T|is ever delicate -in giving all 
Si'l'ins to give nothin:;, hence c<]uality; 

(\l iiseiousiieAs ahsor iM in sympathy 
l.sQever present nhneg.ition. 

Anlld thendore ueri-rous in tenderness; 

Time fire that burns is intell etuai. 

Sol mind and LkxIv are combin'd in 
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Alta.r of constancy, high honour's throne. 

Where rcigne in confulcTiro its lord 
This said, *tL!i virtue,—all iiii.'^iiil is vice. 

Be it within or (‘Ise uitliaiit the laws; 

The heart i.'4 not a LMllerv t«i liang 
A line of |M>rtrail.i ei|iial fair iiiiii faKe, 

A gaudy ht.itnry of ^in and Khatne. 

rnu4X\N(>n 

Is there Htill more of thii most |trei-ifiiis wiM>f ?| 
The apiniart;.', out wouM take u HUinnuT's day. | 

7es. inadain. there is iiiffre ; A^ill a hist word 
To waste hk<' thoHi* that havi* preeedi'd it, 

One supri’iiie thouL'tit that ymi have never hud 
f>nc that iny emir.iu'*' faiN me to divulLm 
Without your -[n-ri.i! n|);iri>htiiii>ii. 

rnnAXANon 

Joseph lack erMira^i* < - .loseph'n f‘(uirage fail f ; 
I of all raiuiot < redit tliat ; 

But situ e you jui> in duleful veritv 
I am the soiirei* of this fine energy, 

Not only 1 c.'on.*3eni, hut do eomriiaml. i 

.h>sKrrf 

Wedlock, iiltho* lihauflonM ami forgot, 

Btill live*i in art’hivfS and in <-hroniele.>% ; 

Word of reproach to all diiplieiiy. 

Why marry, hejiig free f I-,'* that bj-morrow ^ 
May mock lo rhiy, --ihat the ^reputed non 
SiioiM<l illume the sire, -a lie to all 

Poaterily. - iril-eriting the eurwe. 

Dishoncvjirj^ the line of uiK'e.*ttry i 

a. 


j 

I 
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c*ofitiu>ixjlit4s jKjisons tlir eye, 
nd tleinons jiass fur fjods. ■ ihe virloiiji, 

Alii* vilf, till' iiK.iiirlo(i'<i. iii.il {ji>r- liaru’c thcMlattl 

A ■/ fif a r * , 

lip'itli' • i.<'t «•:. I I .i'll a riij)i!«*r nuLii 
^‘Irin \it .r !!»■;:•' i.-Mri -.; u ! i mi' lord. 

Iiiiik nil ^'i-.r !'• • ; 'i\t aii'l wife! 

m 


i i'lM'.\XAN> >'1 

'IVi il. li.'iM* y.tu ' l-i i}.. . ' more i 

I ^ , 

/ Jnvr.r-i 

Or raSluT, inudiioi, li.i.n In-fii ' 

, Tli \XAMiI'. 

'I'l.. -'*! Oi.i'i-! Yi"i L'f.jw •*! ihs'il ti'dious 

Irii.ii 11 I! V. ' ll’ iKif f-.r v..\ ( 

4 lire iin' nf iliiH ilsMi' iiiv cars. 

A ^ 

rimi 1*»* liiaf. 

f Jn^FrJI 

Tft'T" Iir-K'i ; 

Tnailuin, viili a vmvi woo'd, 

^ itktiowiiig nil 111 

y ••king a virgin IhmM to i Mrr»“-'poii'l, 
r !■»' .■•Miiifsvlint luilil. a f.i<rjnaT!ii:! sTill 
*1 i^'lil roiiij»a>>ioii, HVinjMthy, and loTe 

!i' ifin a hlidrk'il iiiiai;iiiatiMii 

I'.i'Uln'r rival imr in pari!:»*rs}iip. 

V. n :ivS^ ;.i; ; ay,.! think it sii'n li to give 

J'■t. .ihiMii'il Mil -.MnyMiTiv ii*d dignity) 
yet fluidf-d .s’lMiMtleil half, 
siiul hi'- Mi.d a '■■‘dv. if Villi will, 
r.’ither pav a '-.i.iIIi-ih hiuly's r"St,— 

^^1. »oU-vonsui. ii'" •'i ri'.h i:vj f;ro 
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Without mn prho to itn reotimn— 

l 

(Still 1 in<ii5<t then; '.<* no i‘«|iiality) — 

A Airk^rin;; and \ .i« ill iiitu! ll iinc. 

the siisnnit'r '‘nslu is *tf tli*’ 

\Vh<!'r<« ppnii..' .-i:.'! .iiiir.iiiu :iri' iinKmovn, 

Ami wiiiti’r \Mt!t p.il-'ixil It V li.iiii}, 

Ka^zor to i:'itfur m|i thi* j'lr'fpd 

And proiiMtcri'iv ^.i^r tu a L*rjvt* 

WIh'Ixi k'li-n ;t v 

1 Atn iii»t th*’ MiMinn* \'Hi Miip|io'r, 

Ilut lituiid i]p«>)i iiiV iiotfiiir, a'!'! uiil )ii\i' 
Sabtftaiico M t-nin r .kD.or i.nm'. 

Tht? pT<*nf in iL'if i.in ii i i i ii'l liv In* w.u.d, 

Th' riroh* «'f In-^ iii:i:n« .iii m him. 

Would y*!*! IMV iipli.ii li t'f .ill ' 

^Tl'i--th.i! V,|- w.i-t*- mir ni'** ’A-tldt. 

Oh ! J htvi' A f'xil tf» 

1 bAV<' iJiiOi'tik riV .^11 fliM 

Thou ('f h'tiii'.iv, n i-i 

Kot firorn i'iii !; I'jiiii-r tImI is iiin’ lo 
rii k(H*{> :t' .III aiitti . til.if M lit'M dnii 

Thou niiv'.^i l.!;l Ji«Mvy tiin*-. ii[t, 

A woin.'iii’fi pify l-y r<‘r rjr ■.»■ : 

1 Hf»VfT kT!i*W a il ihJiT I «lid •■ar. 

ThiiikVt ihfin tlj.if lioi.ftty NMi i.-i'.v 

KrotU ij£iioiiiirii>n..s di’arh { 

Jit-iEl'lf 

^ i it H 

I never will Iw^Miilfy' of di-; 

II it do ln'ar it (fM Tv** honii; 

Your bujtfticns; sweat 1 iimy,—never cotiijdain. 

Itt K 
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PilRAXANOR 

Dry as a wild hoar's in honesty 

And yet that hath uti ossen' o toiuiin}; to 
Its siiv.'ii/t* l!rowth. Thou sl.nok of hraten com I 
Thou h'^llow jut, hi'-kirii' a trooilly sjiriuf;. 
TiMiijitiiu; tho thiF.-^fy soul to ioiik' and drink* 
Thru rhcafini’ him with diHt and hurronness! 
Thou hiuj^h.dih' utTiM lation uf m.ill's form ! 

JoSKIMI 

Madani, you heat tin* air ; your sarcasm keen * 
rrori't!iii»» vour r**veii::** tom ht's nu' not; 

Your wr.ith .still ttlan< o' thi* daiii;<'rous tudOt 
And li itij yourarif. 

PlIRAXANOR 

Arc all those Cinaanitcj 

Like you ? ha ! 

Jo.sKni 

An they wori\ 'tworc no disgroco. 

Pn K.WANtiU 

I'll prick iny ann. anti thi^y ah.ill .‘^iick the bkMMlt 
To make inon of tlnun > for a ncoJp I trovr. « 
Ah ! you jxH»r lomjK*rati' and iJroway drone^ 
You empty j;las.s—you haulk to eyLS, lips, handt— 
Ha, ha! 1 will rornmaiid the masons straight 
Hew you in stone and set you on the gale. 
Hard hy the puhli* walk where, dames resoct^ 
Therein you .sliallifoid inc-tre atiniiring eyes 
(A plaj*ue upon Uie einher.^ in my throat), f 
For you foul'd mine, nml I like roniji&ny. 

It is the proj>cr stuxi whereof you'iv :iAde, 
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Tour eolonr and jour heat are counterfeit, 

Lika a stone image, fit to be admir'd. 

But rather to Iki incx'kM than to be lovM-* 
Than shall you stand, the mark of my contempt. 

.losi rit 

You do me bitter wron^; isnladydike— 

A SCOurgeable, a Hrnrl(‘t'lu>«>ilr^<l utoii^. 

Whan thus YOU iMi'k iiiv' sliuuMors i\ith your 
shame. 


PlIRAXANOR 

Ha! have I tourh'il i nrt thou Herij^ible? 

1 piytkec do not fri*t. my |irrlfy lute ; 

1 shall shed t«Mrs, .-went if thou fret. 

Thou shaft l»e fn'e, like .i rare rhanited snake. 
To range a woman*H secret I'h.iinber tfiro' — 
Hers, take niy mantle, gird it u'er thy loins, 
And steep thy soinewhat hniwi.rii fiii e in milk : 
I have a sister, a ynung tender thing, 

To har I will pnder thee. A she stpjire. 

To braro her ganneiits, and to bleiii h her back 
With sweet of alinorids. A dull {i.irrot thou ! 
Tuing her idle ear^ and gaping for 
An almond for ihy pains. May the huge .snake 
^That vorshijxs un the Nile, enring and (Tu.ih thcc ! 

Jo.SEI*H 

This may be well, but it affects not iji>'. 

PURAXANoX 

Olt! I^adam, do nok fret—mldain, 1 say. 

^r ■ 

JosErn 

Ob* peac«r! you pass all bounds of modesty. 

K 2 
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J* 

PlIRAXilNOn 

Pray htiIo ijp*m thy rap ‘This is a man *— 

A tlic jMnk fall nii thro! 

I am thrnun nut : th«iu'st me outright.-*— 

Who kruM k . f ln-re ? wait au hih*. tht* fhnir in taat— • 
Nay, eitaud ihi>ii Iutc ! J \Aili mil let thoe pass. 

l»ntrr Attt'iiil.iiil. 

ArrKM».\\T 

Madam, tlm noMe l*uti]ili.ir \h rotunii'd. 

.InNKTH 

My to t»'ll ymi of l}iii tiling, 

lint yuiir j'riMt { .('■■'lou bti!! u'crtloAided it, 

TjIUAX ANOK 

I’m .si< k cif two i‘xln-nn'-«, !»nt!i ili'^sperate. [AMc* 

in finvt'-rnta in u farin, 

Spl«M'n, uiili wiM ns t)i»* mountrun piilCS. 

ril pun ha;«t* iiiithirn; nf t!ii.’< taineti^SS: 

1 rannnt mu* a,.f'nii wit In mi ilK-urai **. — 

Yot I wnuid soniirr rnmpKT uik my kno« 

Thun yii'hi iii<‘ with a rinwn upon my head 
To the Idank i^.-^iio u( mv fnird lii'nire. 

1 am uiiUnM to thi.H weak t*'niii*riir’i>«, 

Thiti soft return where fully mueki itself: 

With rinsed cy<‘s 1 lauiih my?i«‘lf to m'om,-—• 

1 dote past life's identitv. 

My jiassive hliHid .>>prmi;s suiMen to my 
Socking fnr •Tnseph' in c.ieh h';rrnng veux, 
t>h ! dream persn'illed of waking t»loo,p, 
Kiichatniiig charm of IhhIv and.of mind« 
Ifroaking all honnd.s, ilying to eit"!i‘r poh, 
Tariziilig for ever in a circling 
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Ah ! ^ Joseph, all my fierce disgust lies dead: 

At flight of thee I e'er return forlorn. 

Oh, tyrant I^ove, thy tyranny is mine! 

Bethink theo frierul, Im* ntc'rriful in time, fond. 
Not over criiol in thyself and me;- 
The past shall nii‘niiir>‘ expire in hni'tc t 

The spark still hums of all thin iniL^hty tin*, 
And love possossrs mr. th.it I have luvM. 

The settin;! sun with firry >;]iljixy 
O’erfioods the fiilp*nt wrst with ilyinc: gas**. 
And still 1 yearn to bathe in stirh a li»:ht. 
There is a siH'um] rhihiliooil in flrp.irtin^ love,"- 
No tenderness Si> kern as that udiiMi ; 

The blood of Josf'ph rhhfth frflni iny heart ! 

My other self, if you will take my hand, 
ril whisjx'r you hereafter. 

JoSKPIl 

Madam, no! 


PlIRAXANOR 

Oh! fool you tie a st-one ahoiit your n»'f k. 

Am! cross the yawning ^ulf upon a reed. 

Hark! 'tis the in^in roars Yinarselv unilernoaib* 
u jnuse. PlIRAXANOR knf^rU tn Jo.SErn 111 
apjwmi Kuppltcali*m, 


JosKi'ir 


Madam, for shame ! Uise, I Y^eseerh tliee, rise! 
Kned to thy husband, and -ril kneel to thee. 

[>S6e $iirinfj» io her feet. 

^ PnBAXANOIl 



an our nV.'irs and their leaping flamcfl, 
■eacChiiig malice of our angry gods, 
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Bui I will b« rcvenpf’d upon thee, sUve T 
Cbuld 1 have wrung from him a tardy ' yea ' [^ailiB. 
The cr-ho of niv laughter had been heard 
Henee to the ri«»flert pyramuU and bark ; 

For now 1 loathe him in m 3 ' irirnoet Boul,— 

The flame rejerted hy this wall of icc 
Hetnrn.M for ever to consume invself. 

Withering in iiiv own rernor^ful fire. 

Baffled, i>eshaiu'd, humiliated, lost; 

But I Will be reveng’d !- 

This a )»iffer silence for thee, slave! [Jbirf. 
Ky mind ia active. 

W’uuid vour heart were so. 

m 

I’llKAXANOR 

My heart, that wnn so red, is bt.ick as night; 

1 inu>te on the uiif.-ithorn'd tnvsterv 

■ m 

Of the profound profoundebt of the aca. 

A dwelling of eternal .solitude, 

Confini* of life, nml ri‘alm of mute de^pairi 
A Hpeil ne'er brokeit. save bv yiion 2 »tvra dire^ 
I'nkiiowu to man's lui.aLiination, 

Prowling the desert of thin Intunl world. 

For coinliat or for ])r>'y sueh pri^'ori must 
Be fouiiil out, or invor.ted curininglv. 

The iiie.i'^ure of H 13 ' hatred and revenge. 

B 3 ’ what tierre means I'll drive thi'e to thy glWe^ 
Dr shroud thv life come in miser}*, 

1 will luit sfieak : so the dLsi'over}*, 

Being unsure, will Avork more bitterly. 

JoSKPH 

Oh ! dangerous woman, where will tLia end I 
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PnitAXAKOR 

VofDftn ?—Womfcn to ni«'!- 

iaofcnM a ItUlf ifagyrr at her icouL 
Amindlv 1 »hall l»v hands on vuu — 

•r w mf 

A oomnioii insult in a roinrn«m naino ! 

Sir. I am Phraxaiior, of royal hlood. 

The beautiful, tho coiirtcih tho ador'd. 

Who, for the firit aii<! last time in her life. 
Beth vailM her pride before a alave.—Ha ! 
Woman ! 

A Vttd thy hhKxl sliall wash away. — He comes !— 
An ml$p ty urn ffdlowetli in his tniin. 

Whereon is writ, in enrnson rltararters. 

* Joseph the (anaanite, the slave of .slaves, 

The vilest of this country and his fiwn *. 

He ComcH ! lb' <’<irnes ! my injurn'H rejoice ! 

1 turn my hack on thee aa <m the dead. 

Enter PoTiniAR and Attendants. 

^ Phraxanor 

—Ah! jrivo me breath ? 

PoTirilAU 

How fares it with my lady? 
So Toil rather rh<M.»Ae to ^itrike your ^'eritle hreast 
Wltli violence than pre.ss that breast to mine ? 

PflRAXANnil 
Ton return inerrilv, rnv lord. 

VtmriiAR 

Why not ? 

-I lOgM'my horses onward for thy sake. 
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PnRAXANOR 

Tlifi 1>ir<l rlotli whi.Htlo over liill anfl dale, 
Jje.fivint* ronst for f(K>«l an'l rxiTrioi^ 

And jnyoiiMly it ; 

But all ita iilirih ifl htrrif'd into a moan 
WIti'n in ita iichI the U o»j»ii-d 

Suckiiu^ its !ip(M-kl«:d 

PoTirriAR 

Why. t«hat ta this? 
Some Mifr'li, or r<oni(* ina^’iciaii ha.i ht^on here. 
Your h i.^ liut y«»ur hmk is fi«»rco.— 
ll(»w is tlii.'i f Strwari!, i.-f niv hoii.MrhoId sound! 
I will not U'^k, fur iif'vor at (hy liand^ 
llav*' 1 found aimlit liul jiiMtu'M yet. 

Duty, and du<' rt'-ipor-t. Kniiiraci' me, inadanu 

PjIRAXAMin 

Stand fif! ! iitipiirity doth '\\it(h n«y form, 
Whii'li IriiHnl niu^t wanlt away. I‘ni haunted bCfB 
With A lcK)se fieinoii to l-r t hain'd. 

PonriiAi: 

What dost thou Kiy i 

PiiRAXANor: « 

Li<«ton. Staiiil forth, thou slave!— 
Thou llehrew hon<!ii)an unto Potijdiar, 

1 do fori'ive Cher that thou ap'st the step 
Of honesty, for hast frvj^al nwl 

Of nil the )>ood WloncinjQi to thy soul. 

And nil the art that thiui ran^t (injure up 
To get thine evil ilrifl accredited. 
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POTirffAR 

I hopM to find a Klowanl of ROOil trusti 
A whol«^mo hou<tr!io1ii of ^ooil |;r>vrmment» 
And a fair wi{«» rontiMit nm] iinaL;;:riovM. 

Ttieoii thiriK^H 1 Ic^ft ; hut hi'r«\ alas * I linfl 
Some iM^riloUi) rottrnno.s.s ii)st<»a<l of {H‘ar4\ 

PlIRAXANOR 

Pray trivp nu' !«m\v. HniKlman. report tliywlf. 

1 do behevr* thv hnni''ily .ho ^ri'iit 
Unto this iinhh' loril, thy iinustrr. h«*rf*. 

That of the >tn*ain nf from tli«'kin^j'H treasury, 
Which thro' thv harMls did c'iiiir*<e t>i other iiicii'a 

m 

Around the •iiihiirhs and the (tty mart, 

Ko doit did ever stuk iiiitit thy 
Tending to thy p.-irtir’iil.ir hrhoof ; 

Nor e’er did ^iid thy hi«iicHt fiii^orA more 
Than in its pa.'UL:i;'e through tliem ; yen, I think 
That thou hast pniiiM his iiitfrnst jealcnislv. 
Hast kept his rares ntill rroii(-hin>( at hia hH^t, 
And (rarity of sorvantH) .still hant madi; 

Hit interest thine ; and his fair nami* ahnaul 
Hast dew'd h.h frrdilv ah if all hin Khaini* 

Should juive hi'i'Ti ^•■ap’d hy lhfs>. Is nut thin true 7 
I do Wlicve it. Sp'Mik, aiui nothing fear. 

This ia a liMl<' —yet I do ll•lt fwc 

whr you ffhuuld w'i.sh to jirattlc uf niy ^oral. 

riIRAXA2it(>ll 

Bi^t—rijtht. * 

^ JoHEI'H 

ihit (tinr-e I )iave no caiifie to fear 
Or any or ucc iilcnt of loin**, 
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My tong«« sbjill show tlie record of my lieai!|:» 
Just as rny did only want a name. 

When 1 was hrcnif'ht a strant:er to this land 
And fMiId unto th** chain of rny dear lord. 

Out of an hoiicjit Iiom^uti I 

That in IIi*i merry Ood would jufy nin. 

And lift riic ujf a litth* from the du«t ; 

Wheri'at this Ma*«ler of the universe 

I>id turn iny li>rd‘'< eye in In** servant's fare* 

And he was pleas’il. ami tied hi't tiaist on mOt 

EVn ns a man i{e.si'4-ndin^' in a pit 

Doth I iraci* his rope nluuit tlie tr<*c. 

Fair trust l»ej»ettetli miifidenr**. h«r men 
Du wn-fe tlu' prt»'iim-i lrejisur»*s «»f the spring 
Ktill luiikii'.;.! unw.ird to the sjirinf' to (omc : 
Tlirrehtre my hml did hand mo the.-^e his keys 
That never yet had left his prufier side. 

And soundly slept upon rnv sti'W.irdship, 

N<»r ever yet liatli ai*t of mine arous'd 
The peaceful shimher that he hath enjoy'd. 
Nor spiHted- 


PllKAXANOU 

You umw tejif^lis : let ITIC 
Finish tlie (!iM>d!y pnture of your >%ork. 

Your tru<>t was pure as silver, hri^^dit us flamc^ 
Forc'd in your eipiity. liitM in your truth, 
Stiiiihorii in honesty as staph'tl iron. 

Y’our chanty uas wise, like suaknijC rain 
That falleth in a famine on that ground 
^l^at hath the s^-eil lin^k'd U{>- si* far all honoVIM 
^Tour luve and duty to my h-rd were like 
A mine of pold -hut nut, ulas ! the fauitr^ 

Y*oii fell in twain like to a rotten plunk 
When he was teiupttHl in to trust his Wbalth— 
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Tkm ma no bottom to*t, he broke hts neck. 
—Will ypv praiee him, my honour*d lord ? 

PoTiniAR 

Why »o ? 

PirRAXANttR 

Beeaiue he never muMt he pnisM npiin. 

A howling dirge for ever in hin eartu 

Bones thU prniAc. Stewiml. give up thy kryiu 

Joscrii 

Obedienre ever wah inv mv lord. 

Here 1 tl» lav tlivm at vtmr crarimia f(H>t: 

If 1 did eVr di*rer\‘f' to lose tiiein thuA, 

May they fitll unto chainH and hug me round 
lake scjikik* vile reptile cTushing out my life I 

PlinAXANUR 

I have a mind to haul thee by the hiiir, 
Ikllgular idiot, that eannot fear-- 
My indignation, th.^t Khould hum thee up, 

Doth fall like fire on wat<‘r. Tell rue, tlioii alave» 
Ans«, and frcuit my wrong'd nohility, 

Kor slink in wotelcr on thy rravon kneca, 

111 what part of mv ht>ijv raiiRt thou epv 
The name inipuD' ? wherein dn 1 lotjk fnlM> ?— 
My lord -’iny Ion! - the man that you did love 
Hath much abus'd me. 

PcrriPiiAR 

Ha !~df it be so-* 

Pr.RAXANOR 

If !— 

Wboi Fhrazanor has said there is no if. 
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Your (Iciitbfc implircl is all excusable. 

And bred of bis profound hyporrisy. 

But hear iiH out; i*irTiplirity and truth 
The st4'ward knows rornniand fonvirtion* 

Hav I wiiiild rban^o the vintage for the room, 
Still in the I iInI him there. 

Like to n liil)hied sfiatui'l that rniNtakes 
Home htrari|/iT f«>r hi*^ ow!i<*r ; like tluit dot» 

Ho .Htill uituM wind about iny ha'^ty ntep, 

And fei^ri nn ho w-ouM |iMp into my lap. 
Whoiio’or 1 olinin M to air im* in fh*' 

Htill \v.iM tliis .‘-towani ;:('inj; tho •mnio way. 
Whoin-’or 1 rail’d littri.daio o from iny slavefl. 
They wofi* rinployhl, aliii hr htraielit •sf.irtod forth* 
Tht! rhambi-r whori* you Klt-rp hr did iiivadf, 

Hut rrir4 ai.d thrr.it 4 yof hold him in tho slips 
And HOjir’d his pur]>«>!<i* from him. - If it bo SO! 
Why on thi** f'lw*!. anil at lids very tune 
You take him layir.e .ih.iinrful hands on me*. 

POTII II \ii 

Whorrforo did t'ou not him to tho guard! 

PllRAX.\.Vori 

Ayo, thoro it is : his art and vnilr are such 
(iWin;;; inorr dan'.;rroiLs Immmuio unknown) 

Thai 1 darM trust my hon/>ur in no hand 
Hut iiiv dear lord's ; niid thorrforr I Inm? all 
(Tho* soiiirwh.'it riithod) p.itnuit os I could. 

PoTiniAR 

So honoj;t and so vilo ? TIilh is most sltasge. 

PllRAXANOK 

Clh ! nnt at aI! -no whit -'tis nothing stmgs* 
Tho fox doth never ato.d into tho fold 
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Till lifl btUi foreciiftt nil 1 im prrtniM*!. * 

Tbo thief that »rori>i< your inuney nnd ia hcnt 
To crop the «»f your si'rrot 

^Jpomea rruwnM uith ilowera like May, ilm nwott tkA 
y June, 


^And with a inn.'^k from the wardntUe of 

Fair honestv, anil y*Ii‘an’ii t»f oiIht men. 

Ho » the ndiler lioth lit sii^ht uml tmii h - 
lloautifiil niali'e. de.iillv w retell, 

I will example you : a niari so m-ts 
Fair with himself ain] l.iirer still t4> you : 

Ho paasGS nil his olhrcH iiml (niHt, 

And gleanerli hohonr in eai h I'literjirise. 

This may not h<* all lioiiniir iir the niiin ; 
Pofchanee his fai r m fi'i^nM. He hath .some end 
Woillt all his jiJtir.s to him in unsui-riitj*. 

Orant that a hasi* man rimy live hones tly ; 
Wherein detei t him. and how find him out ? 
Why. when the enil firr whieh he workii 

la laid un^manlcd 'fore his }j;reedy eyi-s 
Ho drawa him to a (Kiint ; and, let me asYk, 
la not a wiHimn inettle for this trail ' 

And do€*s not all this pompous virtue lilind 
Her lord’s keen eve, en^Mu'iri^ hers the wlnle 
To lodge him in Iht thotiuht for Ins helmlf ? 
Ana not 1 f>>ir ? is not tin* nteuard u!«>od f 
Ptoaaing my lord with his fair M^rvieen r ^ 

My loni, aw.iv ; the htfward's goo^inesa eurds ; 
Ho caaU laiuivious eyes unto my l>«'d ; 

Lara nets al>out my feet, sturm niy »i<'k ears 
with protcAtations and he<eef hiitg9, urg'd 
VTitli CMitbs enuugl^ to undermine a tower ; 

Aa dbo* my lord were dead and in hi'i graven 
Or looaely wiv'd.--(ih ! it in very plain. 

Karrel not 1 am so completely htarn'd 
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In all thff meanneM of this vicious course; 

I have had time to think upon the cause 
Who bore the penalties. 

PDTirilAR 

Away f away ! 

IWak not unto me. Oh ! thou shameful boT^ 

Were it not for the virtue of my wifn 

Thou luidst wrun^ my heart in grief, with leas 

reriTirsi* 

Than vultiire.s draw the enfrail.H of their prey. 
Tbou most ignoMe hoy f lowness, I see, 

Be it e*er so eherinhM or exalteil, w-ill 
Still turn U> its fwii hiAs. - Wretrhed knave, 
Thou do-st iihuse sweet nature in thy form; 
Prrifirient in low cnfl, not honesty — 

Artful dei'eiver to nil yood nn-n's eyes — 

Bred, none know where, 'iiiong-4t wn'tehed vil- 

Ami nurtur'd hy the wur>t of human kind. 

Thv fathiT biirelv was some rufllan knave-—'— 

W m 

.To.srrn 

Cut me to pieres, or imprison me, 

I will not say a word ta grieve thine ear. 

For I d‘* \o\it thee, sir, dear as my life— 

Hut by ths holy (Sod who reigns above 
I'll not Ht.'iml tamely by, the.'ie anna unbound. 
And hear my sire ahu.sM, for 1 love him 
Dearer than the res{>cct I owe to you. 

PifRAXANOR 

Ah ? n filial virtue added to the rest. 

Who w;isi thv father, didst thou ever know I 
Or do^^t mistake some honest man for him I 
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Jositpv 

A man who waa a horiii^iMao in the valce 
Oi gentle (Anaan. full of wikkIs and atnoame; 
Who, thro* hi.'t in(lii:ttrv aiul honest thrift. 
Hath oaen, and t.'raiiaries. and tents, 

Cattle, and bondmen, and a (;cH»dly fliM'k 
OI noble fu>n*« %vlf> honour his irrey head ; 
Wherein ho fools more happy than a kin^. 
Baling of Kivo, nut poMor. 

rilRAXANotl 

You won* n'SiilvM, 

Howe Vr you lovo p-rfortinn i*i»y‘»ur siro, 

To choose A I'l'rt.iin ami a t^tiildon \vay 
To find dis^»ra<'-, aiid or,d your wrofohod life 
Despis'd, uniuitod, wii koii, und furlurn. 

JOSKI'II 

Ifadam, pray poaoe. Oh ! is it not enough 
That you do load rno in a ntlkon string, 

Like a young li**ifor to a Nioririre, 

Bat you inu'it goad rny willingness along. 

Not my di^lay ? 

PlIRAXANOU 

What means the slave ? I I row 
This is some cunning trick to wind about. 

1 do not think that any honrat man 
Ooukl cVr be sire to one so base as thou. 

JOSEFII 

Still I am patient, fho' youVe merciless. 

Tot 4o sneak out my mind, 1 do avouch 
Thm is DO city feast, nor city show, 
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The enratnpmcnt o( the kini; and Mldierr, 
licjoirinf'^i. nn'clrira, and virtoricA, 

(^n et^uikl th<* r(‘ini-ni)>raiirc of iiiy home 
In vinihU* i(n:i;.'iliatii»n. 

Kwn ii.1 li»‘ w.iH 1 M-** niv father ?iow, 

Hiii (!ravi* anti {.T-i* « fi|l liiMcJ'ri hrtilL'IiitV 

lif'Vffiiil fill' <t>ririri<*4 i«f tliH unrld, 

Ili.H world ^vithin witii nil it.n inysfiTii-it. 

What ]Hiiii{i|f'<- ijiaji'.'ity wujf in hi.** iiiii-ii, 

An iin.ii.;!' til int»*u»rity iTrai«*3, 

iff liiiturr, in non. 

\ in thi* morning uhi-n we ^•'.«llr*d forth, 

The jhitrianh •«nrriinhd«‘d hy his S4rii‘), 

f»irt round \Mih look-^ of olit'<lii*ii(‘Op 

Kindi Mlrn^'L-dtiJi.* ulto .-h<>n!d lioii'Mir him the* moTtl 

Whih* from tin' Virinkirs dcrji of iiciny yi*ar?i, 

Krifurrow'ti hlv«‘ viitlnts in .‘I'niw, 

ToindiM us with In at and nn-l.iin hi>lv roll], 

Min-jlini; our joy. i\ifh sorrow for his »;;(» : 

TluTf wrri* iny lirolin rs, hal it* d in 

Ten ^/ootliv iin*n, inys«lf, ruifl a hwn-i youth 

Tiki youi.i; f«i mix in anythin^* hut jiiy ; 

And III hi.s liar.ds imi h h-d a nnik-wliite eteer, 

lining </tT uith rosvs, ^r.irl.iinl*'*! with tli>went, 

Laden with fr.i,L*r.ii(t jiannuTs of •.tri'i'ii iKiugha 

Of hnyii ainl tnyrtle int^'rn-av'd with lierhe, 

Wh(*r*'in w'aH stnrM our roiintrv wiin* and fruit, 

And hr*'ail with honey f*wec't'*n'd, arni dried 

And pnvW'd eurd.s. and rhoii<st rantii'-ii. 

Stores of the idn^'rles^s .*K*asMiii of the vv^ar: 

• ■ 

While at ciur ^des th«* w'union of our tribes 
With piti'ht'rs on thrir heails, fail'd to the britil 
With wiuo. and honey, and with suioktna milk. 
Made |in>ud the blaik-ey'd heifers with the swell 
Uf the sweet authem sung in plenty’s praise* 
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• 

Thna would we jouniej to the wildenie«e» 

And fixinft on Momo pcnk thiit did oVrIook 
The speciou.4 plainii that lay diftiilay'd bcnretb. 
Where w»? rcmld »<'*' niir ratllr*. Mko to nprrke 
In the warm riicad^, browsing! thi* juiry fj:niiifl» 
There pitrh our tfuit. and fciiHt, and rt'^vrl out,— 
The niinut^.H tlyinL! histi-r than our 
That vaiiltc’i] tiiniMy tin* pipo and voire. 
Making fatigue more swrrt hy iiplietitr. 

There Htcvr^l the gr.iri'ful Riuihrii by my «ire, 
Piping a ditty, nrilriit. a*« tin* Him, 

And, like him. stralin^* rrniwatioii 
Into the darkrjit rornt'r of flu* snul. 

Ai>d filling it uith Tiirrr.*\«oni<*n groupM, 

aiatent nr.tl thnr niaid.^, \Kitli rnrs Hulidiird, 
With boftoni’^ paiitwi;^ fmsn I hr riigrr danrr, 
Agatnet earh utip'r 1 'mmM ; as 1 havr scrti 
A graceful tuft <ff Illirs nf thr vuir 
OppreiUtM ^lith r.iin, iifion r:i< li ulhrr brnd, 
While frcshiirss has Ft4irn u'rr thrin. Soim* way 
off 

My brothers pitrh'J (hr bar. or ploiighM for fame, 
B^h two with thrir tw'o liriffri harnrsM'd fast 
Unto the shaft, ai«l labour'd till the swrat 
Had crept aUnit thrin likr a iniddrn thaur. 

Anon they tir<l an ragh* to a tn^*, 

And etrovi* at arrlo-rv ; or with a brar 
Stnicgled for strrngth of limb. Th«*st- were no 
alaves — 

No TiUain's sons to ritlr passengrrs.— 

The aporte bring dorsr, thr w'intirrs < lairn'd Uie 
spoil : • 

Or hide^ or frathf*r. or rriiowni'‘«l bow. 

Or spotted row, or flrrt and painp*r'«l horse. 
And then my father blrssNJ us, and we sang 
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Our flWMt wAy home again. Oft I have aeh*d 
In memory of tlie^ no prerinua hours, 

Audi wept np<»ri fho-^e keys that were my pride. 
And milk'd rtiv pillow thro* the heavy bight* 
Al.!!! ! tiod willing. I'll lie [»;&tieiit yet. 

PlinATANOR 

This riMHt he seen t<>, if grfiw.H dangerous ; 

The fool will htejil a way iiiv hiMli.ind'a ears. 

And riiar my frinntph. ’'Fih :i Hweet report: 
Thy km. it Krenis, dnl rn'Ver know of i^hanio lAlaud^ 
Till thou dulnt earn it, 

Josmr 

Maii.im, did you speak ! 


riir.\XAN'»?s 

Dull initiinii * Vi *4 I iltd. Tlion hast the Mot 

* ^ 

(ft all lliv hiiiiiiv : their ir-faiiiv 

1:1 thy .siiie portion. o!iil thou ln'ar'st it welL 

Vt'X nje no more: I !»end \nrto your wrench; 
Pr/iy you re^t >.iti**?'ied. 

PriltAXANoU 

IInW rame if. sir. 

Since you have pone so ilaintily al»uut 
That you were sold to our Kgyplian whipa, 
Fsir from your boasted f.uuilv and friends f 
It argued not their love or deep regard • 

To rovet roifi before you! lojiipany.— 

Ur Were you. |>i fadventure, .stolen thence t 
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ItT 


■TnsErn 

Madam, to mvo a T mnnot lii'. 

Mr bruth«*ra sold mo to the Miiliiiiiitr.'f. 

rilRAXANoR 

Go to— fault wax ihix : or IheirM. or thine T 

Jn-=*KrK 

Both thcirii and i( I iimy nri;*1it. 

rilRAXANC'R 

Ho! have I tr.u-lc*'! you? Sumo foul praotirex. 
Some evil, liko thu ;;ro!.K mu' itf to-diiy, 

ExpellM vtiu f»» rth fd till \r f.tir nuiijmiiy— 

You dill do \ilt'lv. 

m 

.1t»SKlU! 

Nt», ilfMin niy life. 

Cotnpajuion, not roprunf. i'% all tliat'rf iluu 
To me fur ihisi uii^cliiinco. 

riiP.AXAXnR 

^ niiiii|»h ! "I do fear it. 

PctTI I'll All 

Ah, Joaoph f wheri'furo ha^t thou doito thiA tiling ? 

rholer’s melted iiit'i hurnin^ t«'arH 
Which ri.'fe in fia<ine^«« from my ^'rtoved hc*art. 

1 bod no children, Hud the hive 1 horc 
To tbae wfta all paternal, amJ in Hpih* 

Of the minatural T ennnot wriii({ 

From out my 1>o«oni all the rooted luve. 

Lest it Bl.4')u1d lea%'e a ru'ire and daii^eroUB wound 
Too aesr niy iieurt. What '» to hf^-ume of thee 1 
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Joseph 

No matt'cr, my pood lord ; but talk not tliiis, 
Or you will Lrciik my heart. 

roTiniAR 

Oh ! fic—fie—fic !— 

JoSKPII 

If I did ever wronp tliee in an act. 

In thnupht, or in inmpiniition, 

May 1 taste bread never apain.—Oh! God! 

Try iiic not thus ; my infirmity is love, 

1 can be dumb and siiflor, but must speak 
When then: ’h a strife of love between two hearts. 

PllRAXANOn 

Ifa ! thou still wear's! thy lionrt upon thy tongue. 
And puint'st the raven white with cunning words: 
Slave, thou art over-bold, beeause thou think*st 
The pross!iess of thine outrage seals my lips: 
Ibit thou shalt be deceiv’d ; behold this chain: 
Say, did it fall in twain of its own weight. 

Or was it broken by thy violence ? 

Speak—liar ! pluckit^ him by the beofA, 

Joseph 

Madam, try rather at my heart. 

PoTlPIIAR 

Phraxanor, you forget your dignity. 

PlIKAXANQK 

My lord, my indented lips fitill taste of his. 
Myrah, bring water here and wash my hand— 
It is oficuded by this leprous slave. 
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Passion is privileg’d. Did you but fecf 
My wrong oa it doth rankle in my brcaat 
Tou’d cleave him to the girdle. 

PoTirHAR 

You sliall have 

Pull justice for the injury, noVr doubt.— 

How durst thou do as thou hast been accus’d 1 

PlIRAXA.VOR 

Thou hast dcnioil me : what hast thou to say ? 

POTIPHAR 

And couldst thou deal so shaiii'^ully by me ? 

PllRAXANOR 

Put him to that ; aye, let him answer that. 

JoSKPII 

Fm like a simple dove within n net,— 

The more I strive, the faster 1 am bound. 

My wit is plain and straight, nut crooked craft; 
The sight that rcarheth heaven tires in a lane. 

PllRAXANOR 

You will not ansM^*r; *tis the strangest knavo 
I ever met or heard of in iny time : 

His impudence downright amazes rric.— 

Slave! do you know you’ve given me the lie. 
And laid my honour open to be seorn’d ? 

How long, 1 pray you, must 1 wait at hand 
^Till you will condescend to cast my crimes 
And mar my honesty ? 

m 

Joseph 

The truth is this : 

The character my lady hath bestow’d 
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Is borrow’d of herself and fix’d on mo 
To feed hf‘r difluppoiniment and revenf^e. 

She would liiive t<*inpted rue, but 1 refus’d 
To heap up shunie on my so honour’d lord. 

Pjiraxanor 

Ha, ha !—there is your steward, honour’d lord— 
His inaster-piere of wit is shown at last. 

Ha, hn!- I pray you now take no offence. 

But let him ^o, and slip your sli^rlit revenge. 
Now that the man is known I have no fear. 
Thus running' over spoileth its own batch— 
Doth it nrit, steward 1 Hold him still in trusts 
But for this fauh. he witc a worthy man. 

I take mv leave, mv lord, and .shall retire ; 
You’ll find me in my <‘humber : lirige.r not. 
Unless your eonipany should charm your stay. 
Which i shall take unkind. Steward, farewell; 
For over fare vou w'oll; and learn this truth— 
When w'oiin'ii an* dispos’d to wish you well 
Do not you tre.sfmss on their courtesy, 

Lest in their deep resentment you lie drown’d. 
As now you do in mine. I leave you, sir, 
Without a siiii^h; comfort in the world. [Exit. 

JOSEFII 

God is in heaven, madam ! with your leave. 

PoTiriiAR 

I have a mind to cut thee all to pieces- 

JOSEPU 

Patience, dear lord; thou wilt repent my blood. 

POTIPHAB 

Dr tear thee limb from limb, and strew thy boiiM 
About the walk where executions are 
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Done in the city. Hark! nweet inerc]i>^8 gate 
Now jarretli in my breast to shut thee out, 

A stranger thence for ever. Thou hcldst my heart 
In trust, but I am glad to find it is 
Mine own ngain« since thuu’d.st have broken it. 
For thy sake I will never trust to man. 

Believe in gentle eyes, or lionest brows. 

Or years of service. If it please thine enr 
(As being thy work of wit pi‘n’h:in»e it may) 
Know thou liast broke iny fnilb with the fair world. 
And turn'd riiy eyes suspiciously upon 
Most honest men : and ever from this hour 
I do divorce thee, with the rest of men. 

From my sore bosom,—lookin;> upon all 
As they did watch the inonuuit to betray ; 

For I did riglit, yet wrong, in trusting thee.— 
Go to thy dungeon, gr>. [ICxiL 

.losRPii 

Ah ! go thy ways.— 

The love I bear ibee, noble Potiphar, 

And loss of thine, do.h grieve me far beyond 
This woman's witchcraft and iny own disgrace.— 
Come, put me underground : though nut quite 
dead. 

For hope and patience keep me company. 

llixil ijuarded. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 



ACT III 


ScKNE I .—In a Prison. 

Enter JosEPir. 

Joseph 

TifERE over is a }»ocKi side to be found 
Kvcii in a inarr.s bad fortune ; for that I, 
Who am a prisoner and in disj^race, 

Do keep the keys, and am the f^aoler here. 
Warder to niino own liberty and case. 
Integrity Hunnounteth arriiient; 

Ita grief is pure, and mix’d with charity. 
Feeling for others more than for itself. 

In this invisible armour men niav stand 
Within the grasp of danger and of death. 

And from the profound bottom of the heart 
fry out content. —My lord’s fair lady now. 
With eyes as <pii('k to trammel as betray, 
Hath set her spell upon some, other brow.— 

I, guiltle.^s, suiter; she triumphs guiltily : 
Therein 1 am happy, fortunate, and glad. 

1 am condemn’d unjustly by my lord ; 

Hut I. thank God, do know iny innocence. 
And therein am 1 happy and content. 

1 rise with Heaven, although I fall with man* 
Like music at a death, there is sweet pain 
Within the core of griefs, however sad; 

For retrospection is a precious shade. 
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And God hath taught us there are befter tilings 
Than any we can wail. That man rejects, 

And casts his fortune in an ignorant grave. 

Who thrusts his passion past his patience. 

Learn to fear Gua, lovu honnstVp and thrive— 
Oh, there is physic in uur injuries ! 

A crown angelir, mix'd in mortal thorns ! 

Say that you love buiuo lady in her bloom. 

And she hath sot her heart another way,— 

Still you do love yourself that you did love, 
And count your riches hy your precious loss ; 
And though you balm her memory with your tears. 
It is a blessing that you still can weep. 

And be ciuiiiiuiir'd of ripe suilvrance.— 

Say that some man hath got a noble heart 
Tied to tlie wheel whereon ilie nation works ; 
(Such slips there are, and such will ever be) — 
And say that wheel doth work a jealous round, 
Having no circle for the general good. 

But the particular behoof alone 
Of power abudM, of grandeur, and renown ; 
Wh^ such a ruddy heart must bear the strain. 
Living on thought instead of action : 

And It is true, tfjat they do never break, 

But, spite of pain, continual and severe, 

Nourish them proudly, and do hug their griefs. 
With wonderful affection to the end. 

What sire hath lost his son, or son his sire. 

But time hath made his grief a holy joy ? 

That which wc lose, wc mourn, but must rejoico 
That we have ever had. Wise Providcnco 
Doth star and splits our sorrows severally. 

So that we may not fall into despair. 

If that the son be vicious, it is well 
That a vile course hath had a speedy end,— 
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If virtuoufs, it ia a balm that flows 

Athrough the.sorrow of tiic time to come. 

1 grieve that 1 have lost my father’s house; 

But how 1 joy to weep arxl think of him ! 

1 grieve to think upon niy hrothers’ mh ; 

But I do hive niy lirutliers past their sin.— 

Look up, you men. in jioverty and grief: 

Weigh your de.serts, amend the rottennc.ss, 

And all tlu^ goodness nourish in the sun : 

Look out upon the woihl, and Ixiw to Heaven, 

And take vour stand as vou <iid moan to run 
■ ■ 

A true and prospenjus race.--Remorseless men 
Are neither tit t<i live nor fit to die; — 

All others are within thi; pnle of hope, 

Ami (‘heerfuhu>s.s and honesty will soon 

Lead them to love long life, and hive thcm.srlvcs 

For virtue’s sake. '-What, ho! there—up—arise! 

Enter Chief Butler and (‘hief Baker. 

CiiiKF Bltlkr 
Good morrow, Joseph. 

(’htkp n.\ivKri 

I 

Why should wo up ? wliy rise ? 
JO.SEPII 

Because the siiii doth through the grating peer. 
And on its beams ride liopes of hotter days. 
The eye of (lod so sphoreth round the world. 
And penetrates to palaces and colls. 

Chief Baker 

And you arc merry that you sec the sun 
Which is shut from you !—Would that my conoeite 
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Were fantasied like jours,—then any straw 
Would serve for laughter and encourage hope. 

Joseph 

Gbme—come—you are too dull—churlishly given. 

Chief Uaker 

Aye—I am given to a dungeon cell, 

And, wonderful to you, do not rejoice. 

Joseph 

And do you niiitnble o*er your just deserts ? 
What would you have, ? You pass from day to day 
In sloth and idleness, whieh yyu do love ;— 
Were you sent forth to grind the public corn. 
To rplit with wedges stubborn-grained wood, 

Or task’d to some laborious exereise. 

You then would loathe that life, and groan for this 
As a BW'cct pleasure and desir’d retreat.— 

Oh! you do bear n poison in your mind 
That would not let vou rest in Paradise. 

Your discontent doth go a tortoise pace 
And travels us it sleeps.— For shame—lor shame !— 
Have you dune evil, swcrviVl from the man ? 
And will you sink yourself below the boast, 

And howl upon your fitting punishment ? 

Pray you conceive a sober, thoughtful life 
Is better worth than folly’s restless round. 

Make of your mind a world wherein to dwell; 
Your independence then is proof and wise ; 

And sweet content may mock these rusty keys.— 

CuiEF Baker 

I marvel much that, being a prisoner. 

You keep the keys and yet respect the bolts. 
The means that lock you from youi liberty. 
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Joseph 

Because mine honesty is p^cater far 
Than love of liberty. Thoiipi;h I were sure 
That I nhoiild linger here till old and grey* 

I would not break my trust or fly my fate. 

The first is mean, and robs men of content; 
The last is cowardly, and lacking power. 

Chief Baker 

Tkrnd mo the keys ; Td answer thy rebuke 
'With opposite action. 

Joseph 

*' No, stay hero ami mend.— 

* * 

How is it you do look so sad to-day { 

Chief Bi’tler 

I dream'd a dream, and it doth make me sad« 
Like to a thistle in the autumn wind, 

Each breath that smells of winter makes me shakCt 
And robs me of some down. That which doth 
touch 

My estate, doth fright it; and this subtle dream 
Hath struck me like to news, that ’a suddenly 
brought 

To one condemn’d to die—all hope—all fear— 
And yet more fear than hope ; for ho more fears 
To die, than ho did ever love to live : — 

So fares it with my hopes of liberty : 

1 do more fear to stay within this place, 

Thau 1 shall love my liberty without. 

Joseph 

Toll me thy dream. Great God doth often show 
The secret path to good by such small means. 
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Advftncing bo His majesty on fate^^ 

That men arc masters of their destiny. 

A thing like this might save a sinking world. 
Wlurtcver niattK^rs press against the heart, 
Though e'er so little in tliy judgment’s eye. 
Give them a sober ear. No good man’s heart 
Did ever yet betray him, nor prove false 
To its possessor. Oiiniiing, and craft, and guile. 
Malice, and thirst of blood, atid every ill. 

Do emanate from passion and tlie head— 
Passion, that walks the ward 'twixt heart and brain. 
Like to a rnutiniious captain arm'd in wrath. 
True hearts do never mix but in things good. 
And arc benumb’d, insensible, And cold 
With any who do practise in foul vice; 
Therefore obey its feelings and discuas them : 
For human nature bath u curious way 
In answering ends divine. Tell me thy dream— 
I hope it teiideth to thy better cheer. 

For I do love thee w'cll. 

Chief Bulter 

Joseph, give ear! 

Lo! as I stood U{}on the barren ground 
A vine crept suddenly from out the earth, 

And into three fair branches spread itsi;lf, 

And, climhing up, it did enrobe itself 
In leaves and tendrils of the. palest green. 

And gradually they chequer'd o’er in hue 
Of sodden yellow, and the hanging grapes, 

Tliat were as small and green as early tarcB, 
Did bWcII and pulp tlicm to, a luscious round. 
Lavish in purple richness: over-bloom’d 
With fragrant dust, as blue as plums in June* 
And lo! within my hand there was a cup, 
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And I did pluck a heavy bunch of grapes, 

And forthwith press’d them into Pharaoh’s cup— 
And gave him, and he drank. 

V 

JosKrn 

Olory to God ! 

Lo, you—I will unravel this your droani. 

And glail your cars, and renovate your heart 
The l>ran('hes of llic tree are tliree full days. 
Within that time shall T’harauh raise thine head, 
And thou a^ain shult till thy former place. 

And hand his cup, and havi* tliy stewardship. 
Now when thou Btandcst at great Pharaoh’s 
side 

I prythce think on him thou leav’st liehind ; 
Make mention of me unto Pharaoh's ear : 

Do not forget our boiulage, in that lioiir; 

Seek thou to do me good, and speak me fair. 
For truly 1 am guiltless of the crime 
For which 1 suiTer this iini>risonineiit. 

A tissue of misfortunes is rny life ; 

Stolon from my father in the. Ifehrew land 
And sold into this country for hard coin, 

1 have no friend to helji me,—only God 
To speak to me, or listen to my griefs ; 
Wherefore that man wlio works nio any good 
Doth hate my evil fortune, and I love 
Him like a brother.—So remember nic. 

Chief Baker 

The dream is good, and wisely it is solv’d.— 

I too have dreum’d rny dream : the while I stood. 
Three baskets white were balanc'd on my head; 

4 ho third being fill'd with moats of every kind, 
ven such as Pharaoh's table us’d to bear; 
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And presently the wild birds did descend 
And eat from out thereof. 

JosErn 

Thy dream too hath 
A mark'd intorprofafion —heavy doom ! 

The baskets are three days : in three days’ spare. 
At Pharaoirs hijL!h command, tlioii shall be haiig’d 
Upon a tree, wlierc birds shall eat thy flesh.-— 
Good and bad fortune thus on either side 
Teach me some gla<liiess, that Tin not the last: 
liCaving me hope that 1 may win the first— 
Between them lies content. 


Scene 11 .—PharaoJis Palace. 

Enter Pharaoh, OfFicer, Attenduntfl, and Guards. 

PnARAOH 

These dreams do tremble me past sufTeranre : 
Something most earnestly they do portend ; 

My spirit is perplex'd, yet dull as lead.— 
T^ious anxif'ty uhd doubt, 1 sec, 

Bear no respect to kings. 

Officer 

The maRi all, as knowing your desire, 

Are working at the scroll, and tracing out 
mysteries and crooked subtleties^ 

The meaning of this visitation.— 

See w5er*' they come, but by their faces seem 
As if their divination was at fault, 

Oi find it dangerous.— 
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Enter Magicians. 

PnARAon 

Now unfold 

Briefly and plain your knowlodgr> in mine ear; 
For I am anxious, nor can brook delay— 
Pbarooli commandH! 

First Magk ian 

AH honour to the king ?— 

The air of magic and tin' course of art 

Have run their circle ' but we cannot find 

AVithin the iiivstle letters of our book 

■ 

An answer to thy dream. 

Pharaoh 

Fie on vour beards!— 

mf 

Fie on your gravity and silent lives, 

Your figur’d robes, and antic imniiinery !— 

I’ll never trust you more.—Wlnit is all this? 
You tell me ’tis your oflice to divine, 

And, when I put a question some pith. 

Like stammering urchins erv, ‘ AVe do not know— 
We cannot tell, it is not in the book *.— 

Fie on it all ! your craft is but abuse, 

Or 3 *ou disgrace it in your ignorance.— 

Second Magician 

My lord the king doth judge his servants hardly* 

Pharaou 

Go—jto —I do bespeak you very truly.— 

VHlit can 1 do ? How shall I know this thing I— 
Without the knowledge 1 shall never rest— 
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Yet where to gather it 1 Kow» by my Word, 
I’d hold that man aa dearly as my crown 
That could unfold mo this perplexity. 

1 would exalt him, and would make him fed 

What generosity a king can pay 

To those whose wisdom tcarh him patience. 

Chief Butler 

Pardon thy servant that he s]ioaks unaskVL 
I do remember me (»f heavy faults. 

The chief of Pharaoh’s bakers and myself 
Did grievously oiTond our lord the king. 

And in his justice he iniprisonM us : 

We each did dream a dream : diorc was a man, 
A Hebrew youth, imprison'd in that ward ; 

To him we toM our dreams, and he did straight 
Divine them by interpretation,— 

And as he ilid interpret, so the fact 
Did come to pass. 


PnARAon 

Swift! swift! and fetch this man.<* 
The sweetest honey liveth in the weed ; 

And boastless wisdom often may bo found 
Where magic never came. Eager desire 
ScomA nicety of means. The invisible winds 
Do fly our heavy sails ; and this proud pearl 
Grew of the dullest fish of all the sea; 

Great mountains may be hid within a vale; 

And waking men yet stumble upon fate. 

A drowning man did never scorn a'^raw; 

And a king, do catch at, this small thread.— 
Go some, and bid them haste.—Magicians, hoar! 
You that are like the image by the fount 
Where water pouieth from the gaping mouth,*— 
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So fluent wisdom should stream forth of yoois.— 
How is it, being a king, that I have aches f— 
How is it, being a king, that I must die ?-— 
Since wisdom is your craft, we*ll settle first 
A simple truth that I have lcarn*d myself: 

No man was ever great in wisdom yet 
(For cunning is hut as a rotten bridge) 

That was not greater in liis honesty. 

First Magiciast 

Kings arc kings over men : 

Nature, a king o’er kings. 

Pharaoh 

Oh, mince it not!^ 
1 am in mind to hear the truth to-dav. 

We are the golden mockeries of our age. 

And time doth look on us as other specks. 
Filling a common space in stately tombs; 

And as a spirit hovering in the air 
Through space doth muse upon our mortal acta 
(Who, if the crown be oil, knows not tho king 
From any oflicer), so future time 
Doth look on us, or sees us not at all. 

What is the greatest virtue of a king ? 

Second Magician 

Justice. 


. Third Magician 
Mercy. 

First Magician 
Humility. 
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POARAOn 

The last is best*— 

*Tis better governing the hearts of men 
Than their sick brains. 

Magicians 

My lurd bespeaks him wisOL 
Pharaoh 

No, I have not humility enough. 

I had much rather to be fed on quince 
Than flattered, for I have been betray'd. 

Your garments are your traitor^, sages hoar 
How gravity doth cover ignorance ! 

It were a crime in any meaner man 
To think thee fool, because thy seeniing's wise; 
And yet my dream is scarcely cold, and thou 
Canst not unlace it in thy proper craft. 

W»y, do not wince, dost thou expect to find 
Flatterers in kings ? Be wise—and love the truth 
Though it shoiihl lay thee open to the laugh; 
For laughter is but second unto truth.— 

Say you,—humility doth take no towers; 

It is the lovciie.st thing to give to friends. 

But tame^ no dangers or fierce enemies. 

,How then am I, being a royal king. 

Open Co knives, besiegings, and attacks, 

To wear thy cloak of sweet humility ?— 

When power confronts it, as it ever will. 

It in its own example perishcih. 

Magici/n 

Xt hath the art, my lord, to love itself 
By loving every other thing that ’s good. 
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Humility, great king! hath other names: 

Its own is. all angelical. On earth 

It takes those names that ape the angel still. 

In war it is rallM merry ; and in peace 
Its proper self.-In both ’tis a fix’d wdll, 

A soul of high rrsfilve to put away 
All RfKjts wliirh rhojiirr truth. ’I'is pure from 
pas.sion, 

O’erflows of love and sympathy for good,— 

Ics nu)dt‘sty udinifs no prerr»h*iuo, 

And growrtli from the houndh^ss truth within; 
Its just ire w«*eps at its own punishments. 

Its power is fortitiiiii'; its will, ofTerico 
To every evil giiawing at the world. 

It. is the, greate^xt virtue, in a king, 

Therefore, for Kirypt’s good, eiKdiiragc it! 

IJntrr Josiirir. 
rilARAOlI 

How now ?— I lie man—we’ll talk of this again,— 
His presence likes me. - Hebrew, I am told 
That divination ami unfoldings wUe, 

Spite of thy youth, do wait ikj>on thy tongue. 

JoSKPil 

’Tis not in me.: and yet let Pharaoh speak;— 
A peaceful answer (lod will give the king. 

Pharaoh 

Lo! as I drenmM, I stood upon a bank: 

Out from a river ths^t did wash my feet 
There did arise seven kine, all fat of flesh. 

And in the meadow straight they took to feed 
And then behold seven other kine came up. 





ACT III. SCENE II 165 

Unlike the first, vritherM, and lean, and poor» 
So wretched, that 1 never aaw the like 
In all the land of £f;ypt till that time. 

Behold, the last did swallow up the first; 

' Yet no maxi should have known it, for they still 
Were lean and empty, liollow as before. 

Then 1 awoke .—Ami lo ! I droainVl n^nin ! 

And seven ears did risi^ up from the ^roiindf 
All full of corn, and rijie, and lit tt> glean ; 

And seven others up after them, 

Husky and poor, and blighted by the wind ; 
And those thin ears devourrd up tbo tir-Ht. 

Yet showM no signs of fatness. Thi.s I told 
To sages and magicians ; but nf»ne sm li 
Can solve the meaning : if llnni canst du so. 
Great thy reward at J’liarauh's hand ! 

JOSKTII 

Oh king, 

The Lord herein show.s Pharaoh His intent. 

Thy dreams are one.—The seven wholosoiiie kine 
Are seven vears : the seven \vhole.soiri<; ears 
Are seven vears ; behold the dreams are one. 
And the ill-fas'uur’d seven fleshless kino 
Are seven years,— the .seven blasted ears 
Are still the same ; and they shall Kiirely be 
Seven years of famine. Lo ! thy dreams are told. 
And it will even be a.s I have said. 

And God is willing Pharaoh shall foreknow, 
For.seven years the fields shal L yi eld forth grain 
In sach abundance as wa.s never kxittwi; 

And nftcr that for scycn years the ground. 
Stain and arid, shall not b^ar a blade; 

And famine shall go out through all (he land. 

And plenty be forgot; and grievous want 
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Hide in Ihe hollow checIcB of famiah’d men. 

And, for dream was doubled unto thee« 

God has establish'd it shall shortly be. 

Therefore the king shall cull out some wise man 
And sot him over Egypt at this time. 

And cause his oflicors to follow him ;— 

And they shall gather up from out the land 
The fifth part of its harvest from this waste* 
And fruit fill produce that will soon ensue. 

This shall they do through each of seven years, 
And garner it, and hoard it in the sheds; 

And when the seven years of famine come. 

Then shall it be as precious ns man’s life ; 

And Egypt's kiirg shall live, and all the land; 
Nor shall they perish in the general want. 

This is tho truth, oh king ! 

PnARAon 

Wisdom I see 

Has left our graver beards, and taken covert 
In the tongue of youth. Where is a man like this 
111 whom the spirit supreme speaks audibly t 
I promis’d largely to the man who should 
Interpret this my dream, and, all shall see 
I will redeem my word. Hebrew, ’tis strange 
Thy wisdom never yet did reach our ears. 

JosErn 

Like the sea beast, the huge Leviathan, 

Truth often swims at bottom of the world, , 
While dolpSniis play above his graiiiM back;' 
So men o’erfigure truth.—T.hc w'ord of God 
Worketh its secret i^ay, and needs no help. 

Like to a jewel (hid in desert saiids). 

Of wondrous lustre, as creation old. 
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That finda ita way into a nation^s eyo-« 

A matchlesB excellence of pricelesa worth.— 

& precioufl truth doth jewel the fair world, 

(hr, buried, sleeps unnoted but of God. 


Pharaoh 

Since thou forcknowest all this srrrot truth 
None is so fit or worthy as thysrif 
To govern in the land. Over my house 
Thou shalt be ruler; as thou serst good. 

All men shall bow, and only in the Throne 
Will I be f^catcr than thyself. This ring 
I strip from mine to grace thine honour'd hand. 
In token that all Egypt may li^hold 
How dear is honesty unto the. king,— 

How precious wisdom !—You do not rejoico 
Like one, methinks, so fortunate as you. 

I see you do not guess 1 incditato. 

If grief or care have rudely troubled you. 

Or that injustice or harsh rriie.lty 

Have meddled with your peace, yourself shall sit, 

Judgment pronounre, and punishnient award. 

Joseph 

.Ah, far from me fesentmerit and revenge, 
Returning injuries for benefits ! 

Provided that the king hath confidence 
In his poor servant's just integrity, 

Or praise or blame is but indifferent. 


Pharaoi _ 

Goes to my own apartment see himTodg’d, 
In the same palace, *undcr gny own eyo 1 
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ScBKB III .—AfioCher pari of PharaoKo PaJtaee, 

Enter two Officers and Magicians, sevenXly. 

First Offiurr 

Oh, *tvira3 a sight ! Those sinuous arms of mino 
Woulii never let me ’phiud ati idle show ; 

And I have never slept a sloop so sound 
As after battle with rnaraudiTs fierce 
In hoary wilderness or nioiinlain rave :— 

And yet 1 swear 1 sooner would ]iorusc 
A sight like tliis, than iny own scored front. 

Its gory honoiiri^ in the plate of steel 
Reflected of a newly vau^jiiish'd foe. 

Second Officer 

Ne’er did my eyes take in so brave a sight!— 
Cloths of all hues, velvets, and softer silks. 

Like argent skirted as the frized waves,— 
Colours liright-glowing, harne^.s of beaten gold. 
And splendid tissue vying with the sun, 

Who, as though vex’d with envy, shot his firo 
In ardent scorn, o’er-gilding i\ll the host. 

First Magician 
I pray thee, what was this ? 

Second Officer 

The walls did groan. 

The trees did bear more men than ever fruit. 

No dangerous edge, hut likc^a swallow perched. 
Some rough Egyptiaif through his straining njes 
(Much like a ^hungry beggar at a feast) 

Suck’d in magnificence.—Plenitude led deriie: 
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Appetite crav'd past both. No man di8 know 
That was hia house, for still it was o*emm 
Bv general feet; all vacancies chok'd up. 

Three parts o' the city emptied the Uvera out 
And chok'd the fourth. It uere an easy thing 
For twenty inon-at-nrm.H to sack the thirds, 

And take the other gazing. Age, youth, brown, 
fair, 

Were heap’d-up spoils to wonder; faces were 
Like stanipcfl coin, huddled in heaps to pay 
A tribute to the siglit.—'Phero wah a buzz 
Vexing the passing breeze, much like to that 
Whenas a man doth put his wary car 
Close to a hive of bees ; mid #lieii u shout 
That made old sohliers redilen as they look'd 
Into each other's thoughts.—Oh, it was rare ! 

SEC'ONn Mao in AN 

This new-found Joseph's triumph, I suppose. 

First Maoician 

Such boisterous clamour, and such thronged joy. 
Is violent waste of human action. 

The clouds do ever mock the bravest sliow. 
Splendour and glory are but folly cloak'd : 
Wonder is ignorance ; pomp, bright dc.ccit; 
Nightfall cxtirigiiishcth the garish show. 

And then the man iimst think. But some there 
are 

Whose mealy brains will s leep up on the fret. 
And e'en be dazzled with it ior ‘a't.'oek, 

As j though the hca^ were stufi’d with barrM 
wheels, • 

Bristly revolving in contrarious ways.— 

1 have no patient ear to taste such trash. 
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Tibst Offices 

A nieapi—s eneap,—carry your inky brow 
And cloudy eye to those who lo\'c your caves. 
Your nightly lamps, your silrncc, and your scroILk 
This your contempt is bxdish, and not wise. 
Gome, romc, I'll po about with you for thb— 
Your wi.*tdi^rii *s like a f^iant of report. 

That mav b« heard and vet i** fii*ver seen : 
Bometimes for proof you show his heavy club. 
His bulky f’.irmcnts, or his sandal old ; 

And man the hollow rock where he abides. 

Just Burn an antie f;ainc your ji'ravity 
Plays oiT upon the ignorance of men. 

Folly's allowanrn is the stock he owns : 

For so mueh wisiloni he arrredits you; 

The odds wore ten to one between the two 
The man is fool'd. We that are ram of life. 
Whoso blood is purplo with the lusty grape. 

And pur;;;ed with tho scyraitani of foes. 

Have sharper wits, and travel ami observe. 

I can perceive some >j:limp'«e of wi'^dom in you. 
Vet not so muc h ns you ]ire(eud t4> own ; 
Therefore your habit and yoii^ craft *s a cheat. 
Then what a monstrous man are you to rail 
this kindly festival to-cLiv, 

Because 'tis like your ow'n deceit, and plays 
On man's imagination !—I pcn.-cive 
You gravity is envious.—Go to — 

'Tis imH the show vou hate,—it is the man. 
Whose youilfLui wisdom and diviner senso 
llavo pluck'd 3 *our mantles .up, and shown thn 
hoof. « 

Why, man, by such a practice aa this Bame^ 
You bray upon your own absurdity. 
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Ho wlio aclmowledgoth a man diat *o 
la oonnted wise in the acknowledfjement 
He *acapeth ridicule, and balms hw name, 
Though ho do break his gall. If you will stay 
And hear me prate a little on this show. 

Then 1 may think you flatter not yourself: 
li not, choke on your prejudice. 

Fizlst MAGiriAtr 

Not 1.— 

Fve sometimes heard how kings have boon 
deceiv'd : 

Things that are easy snid arc hard to prove, 
And craft ran shape event to ^'irnimstanre. 
Though rircuinstanrr may shame it in event. 
You of the sword oft make a gaudy rloak 
Stand for the captain, who at issue fails. 

First Offh eb 

Yea, many a coat, is many an oflirer: 

Like a tame Icopar 1 that doth lick his pride, 
Which is his tawny and bespotted skin,— 

Thus men c»f blorxl and men of supine thought 
Do meset as bruthT-r fools when they pretendf 
To iuidescr\‘ed knowledge, or to fame. 

1 do not tell you not to wear your cloak. 

For man is faulty in convictions; 

But 1 do tell you not to lay the blame 
On others* folly tilt 3 '’ou purge your own. 

And so, great typo of ye well. 

{^Exeunt Magicians. 

Secokd Officer 

^Fbiih, you have given his gravity's wrench. 
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First Officer 

Oh I han|( a fellow with a curlM lip, 

IVhosc tnoflitih form and blank morality 
Do tncd'cino t<i liis Rpleen aiul rroiirliing pride! 
These magi are u doublc'deuling race. 

fiKrijM) Offu kk 

Ha ! What twin riders have just passM the gate I 

Their horses' nimble hnds do boat and 

Fast us a bull that chafes towards the bourne. 

Fikst Okfu kr 

Tliia way they s‘wiiir aiireaM. as they did think 
Lightllin^ was in the wind which they have left. 

I i^nirr (ict) Egyptians. 
What, Pharaoh's page, and not ut court to-day f 

Kikst E«yi*tiax 
Is tho scene over ? 

SE(X)NI) EcYITfAN 

Has the procession pass'd ? 

FiKST (JKKK'Ek 

Tlio sun is nil the glory of to-day 
That you are like to see. It is ull done. 

Skconu Eoyitian 

I'm liko to one who's dropp'd a precious rose 
Which the^nt;on1*ti(ic did give me hope to get; 
I barely touch it with my iingers* ends 
And then it sinks; sf time hath hurried on. 
This goodly show, for wlu(‘h my great desin 
Has alinost crack'd my breath. 
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First EavTTiAN 

Tell us, I pra/» 
\VliAt fortune wo have Tniiut'd. 

Second Ofkicer 

Why. Rir, this much ; 
Fancy you see all atiirk tiif»otlicr i-losi* 

As many p<*oplc ns a clrpiim w<iultl hole] : 

Then, sir, you have a inultitiidf as thick 
As flics cm luscious honey newly spilt ; 

All |iasHive, rioMiiwanl, active at the head — 
Behold ohserviTS.- -In the royal path 
Game maidens roKM in white, em hain'il in flowers. 
Sweeping the ^roiiiifi with incf'n.se si'ented jmlnis : 
Then came the »weefi*'.t voicc'H nl the land. 

And cried, * How ye the knee ! ' and then aloud 
Clarions and tnnnpet.s broke forth in the air: 
After a nmitilude of inen at-arms. 

Of priests, uf officers, ami hors<''d cliiefs. 

Came the heniLMiant l’hara(»h, who.se great pride 
Was buried in his Fiiiile. 1 did hut glimpse 
His car, for *twas of hiirni.'^hM gold. No eye 
SaTe that «if eaglet- could confront, tin; hlazo 
That seem'd to hurn the uir. uiiless it fell 
Either on sapphin* or carhunde huge 
That riveted the weight. 'J‘his car was drawn 
By twelve jet horses, being four abreast, 

And pied in their own foam. Within the car 
Bat nataoh, who.sc bare heL«il.)yj?£^irt around 
By a crown of iron ; and his sable hair, 
lake atrakej as a mano, fell where it would, 
Akid somtrwhat hid hin glo-ssl^ sun-hrent neck 
And cazoanet of precious sardonyx. • 

His jewell'd armlets, weighty as a sword. 
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Claim'd hia brown naked amb—a crimaon robe^ 
Deep edg'd with ailver, and with golden thread. 
Upon a bear-skifi kittle deeply bluBh*d« 

Whose broad resplendent braid and shield-like 
clasps 

Were boss'd with diamonds large, by rubies fir*dr 
Like beauty's eye in rage, or rosea white 
Lit by the glowing red. Jleside him lay 
A bunrh of |M)i)pied cum ; and ut hia feet 
A tAmi'd lion as hia footstool crouch'd. 

Cas’d o'er in lMiriii.>)ird plates 1, hors’d, did bear 
A anow-while eagle on a silver shaft. 

From whence ^real Pliaraoh's royal bazuier 
stream'd, * 

An emblem of his might and dignity ; 

And us the minstrelsy hurst chinging forth. 

With shouts that broke like thunder from the host. 

The ntyul bird with kindred pride of power 

Flew up the measure of Ids silken cord. 

And arch'd his cloud-like wings us he would mounts 

And babble of this glory to the sun. 

Then followr'd Jo>eph in a silver car, 

Drawn by eight hor.sos, white as evening dotida: 

His foot wore n^stii^g niton IViaraoh's sword; 

And on his head a crown of drooping com 

Mock'd that of Cores in hiizli holiilav. 

• ^ 

llis robes were simple, but were full of grace. 
And (out of love and truth I speak him Chiis) 

1 nev'er did behold a man less proud. 

More ttnfni to admire. 

His honeftrrs nothing teas'd him from himaelf; - 
And he but fill'd his fortiiues Uke a man 
Who did intend to nonour them as much 
Aa they could honour him. 
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Flsn EomtAM 

Why^i this was me* 

Second Officer 

Then came the lionour'd elders of the land, 
Whoee sombre habits answer'd to their age. 
Wove of the anrient woof which sibyls love 
Their faces as old chrunicloa wore mapp'd 
And furrow'd with an a^c of mystic thought; 
Their snow'y hair that iniiifrled with their beai^a 
Flow'd o’er tlirir shadowy forms in many a fold» 
Covering their gannenta like a silvery cloud 
At moonli^zht o'er sumo darkso^ie sepulchre; 
Following the gorgoousnens that went before. 
Thus they crept on as night siiccoedri the day : 
In their right hand they bore a charmi!kl wand* 
And in their left a dusky scroll o'erwrought 
With hieroglyphics and deep mysteries : 

Each one was follow'd by his sacred charge. 

In silver cradles work'd with lotus flowers. 
Wherein W’ere shrin'd with reverential awe 
Emblems of Kg\ 7 >t since her aiitiipio days 
(As on her brazen pillars it is w'ht) 

Coeval with creatifjn's misty age,— 

Those venerated old and mystic forms. 

Sacred receptacles of Egypt's faith : 

Then came devices work'd in various ways 
That a fantastic fancy could invent,— 

The crocodile and serpents of the Nile 
Mail’d doubly in resplendent jewdiy, ^ 

And chain’d with chains of gold. 

^ First Eavi^XAif 

Fve tnvell’d much and many countriai aean, 
Amen and arid, when whole xiations awam*d 
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£*en os the^ do to build our imonumenta. 
Witness'd the crowning of most potent kings, . 
Their advent and their inhumation; 

But this in gorgeous taste elaborate 
Surpasses all;—more ! more ! 1 thirst to hear! 

Second Officer 

But the chief sight, arul far beyond the rest, 
Was a vast platform ample ns a t/>wn, 

Wherein by match Ip.sh craftsmen had been set 
A thousand springs :—and on as many wheels 
It rolled not, but gliih'd undiilant. 

So that no shock coiiM jar its precious freight, 
Drawn by some niiridred trained elephants 
All hous'd in velvet and in cloth of gold. 

And on it was bestow'd with wondrous art 
Forest and rocky fastness, wood and glen. 
Peopled with all that nature could bestow 
Of savage* beauty, beast or bird or fish. 

Behold a mimic Nile appear'd to flow 
From end to end, and its inhaliitants 
By snare or force from out the parent flood, 
Monster or reptile, ha<l been gatlier’d here;— 
Thfir keepers, habited in canvy sedge, 

Difl'ring but little from their dang'rous charge, 
With chain and club still kept a wary eye,— 
While on an elevated stand a troop 
Of chosen archers with a single aim 
Stood ready, with a hundrod arrows drawn, 

« > strike all ^diuigei:* w’ith a sudden death. 

ugo sei^nts ivound about the sapling trees. 
While others, charm'd, wander'd at litoty. 

Or undulating in th^r graceful folds. 

Follow'd a shepherd with his reedy pipe. 

Proud of their tam'd and willing servitude. 
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MarVd by the jewel]|d coUer round their nedcB. 
Hjpe plaintive ^Tens in their crystal caves, 

'With star-flower crowns and lotus garland tressed 
In dieir down-flowing and enrobing hair,— 

There fabled men and women of the deep. 
Deck’d in the secret treasures of the sea. 

The mountains had been robb’d, the eagle’s home 
Rifled, and pillag’d was the vulture's hold. 

The supple panther and white elephant. 

The hoary lion with his ivory fangs, 

The barred tiger w'ith his savage eye. 

The untam’d zebra, beasts from foreign lands, 
Beauteous or rare, were vrith nice judgment 
rang’d. • 

Bowers there were, sweet shrubs and brilliant 
flowers. 

And nymphs, and dance, and festival, and song,-— 
Then the ten thousand actors in this scene. 

In costumes of all hues and qualities. 

Each suited to the oflicc that he held. 

There was a man, if man he could bo call’d, 
Who had no age, being neither old nor young. 
Chain’d by an iron girdle to a tree;— 

A giant monster, dwarf’d, defornrci, and grim. 
Whose muscles seem’d to roll upon his bones. 
That never knew an honest covering ; 

And through his matted hair his kindling eyes 
Loom’d on his destin’d mortal enemy ; 

The wondrous snowy brilliance of his teeth. 
Perfection mocking his dcfoiwity, 

Gleam’d through wc swarthy freckles of Us skin,^ 
Bxons’d iu a life’s defemco to the suuu 
On either side an Ethiopian ^outh. 

Perfect in symmetry and supple graqg. 

With naked skin of satin elmny 

143 N 
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Zon’d by a belt of emerald i^d gold. 

Held one an antique ewer fill’d with wine; 
The other a huge vcrmaille-fretted cup, 

To serve the giant culprit’s privilege, 

And feed his courage for the coming fight. 
Ferocious as his deed, all criminals 
Were spotless in his brute comparison ;— 
Slave, lie had slain his master while asleep, 
And had devour’d his heart. 

A fasting lion in a rooky den, 

Disdaining other than the flesh of man. 

And destin’d to devour him in his turn 
In the arena when the fight was done. 

Was chain’d beiore him, not so far apart 
But that the mingling of their fetid breath 
And fiery eyes reluming glare for glare 
Gave foretaste of defiance, blood for blood ;— 
Anon the famish’d monster beats tlic air, 

And roaring o’er his ])rey his hideous roar. 
Seems to shako Pharaoh and his mighty host. 
Into his native den meanwhile the man, 
Equally mad with couragi* and with wdne, 
Braves and defies, and with his sinewy arms 
Throws forth to grapple with his horny hands. 
Emboss’d and rigid in their iron strength. 

All arm’d wdth nails yellow us eagle’s claws 
Prepar'd to plough his victim to the bone; 

He laugh’d a hideous and cavern’d laugh. 

As echo’d from some monster of the woods. 
Grave soldierj) doul\tod of the victory 
The liovor the man. 

Then in the midst of all ^ae high in ait 
A towering pagoda,'-on whose top 
An ample platform of sweet cedar wood. 
Reclin’d a monster frightful to behold,— 
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A dragon body wim a human head* 

His eyes were aap^irea buniing in their orbs. 
And all his acalca of moasive jewelry 
8o artfully bestow’d that the sun’s beams 
Play’d on a thousand scintiilatiug rays 
Dazzling in their harmonious brilliancy; 

Hia hair of diamond sparkles threndca lithe*; 

Hla teeth of pearls matchless in shape and aize^ 
Pallid and pure, opa^iuc, of the moorra tint 
Seen through a white and soft unveiling cloud; 
Hia face incongruous ponderous iron-wood, 
Marbled with yellow veifis of iiutivo growth, 
Wrinkled and old, and black us ebony, 

Curv’d in a torineiii liy fanatic 4iands, 

In form and colour gha.'^tly hideous,— 

The man, the brute, tin* demon mystical;— 

And ’ncath his ga])ing mouth his nether lip 
Was pierc’d and drooping with a golden ring 
Broad aa your palm, besmear'd promiscuously 
(Priceless dcfiniu’c of conlenmed art) 

With gems ercatiou-born so primitive 
That time, impatient at their latent growth, 
Grew fretful and expos’d them to the light,— 
Ransom of old froyi throe barbaric kings. 

Grand masterpiece indeed, ignoble strife 
Of that once brilliant race undeified. 

Of fallen angels forfeit of their wings. 

Around the potent god a hundred priestii 
Burnt incense, and with bodies lowly curb’d 
Utter’d his name with grav^y and awe, 

While on each stage a widen’d turret, ^f^ng’d^' 
Witb^map;! of the teiyple, sumptuously 
Adom*d in all the splcndoui# of their caste: 
Following at intervals the signal given 
By the hj^-priest, as suddenly inspir’d 

H 2 
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These bemt their gongs, and a1^ the countless host 
TamM to.the beast adoring.-^ 

Gzeat Pharaoh reverently touched his front. 
While Joseph’s sadness struggled with a smile. 
Such life and movement ne’er was seen before. 
Sieges and single combats, eddy fights, 

On mount or plain in swift succession came ; 
And the imperial army, foot and horse. 

Wag’d ininuc war, but somcwliat daTigcrous, , 
Rous’d by contagious ardour of the scene; 

And many a feud and private enmity 
Had this day sanguinary issue found. 

Were it not writ iti crimson characters 
On a gigantic bhniicr snowy-white, 

Wav’d ever to the trumpet’s warning sound,-— 

* Mark ! He w ho sheds a drop of human blood 
During this day of plenty an<l of peace 
Shall by the royal archers of the king 
Be put to sudden death. Josei)b, the lord 
And governor of Egypt, thus ueereos 
Glory and honour to his living God.’ 


Scene IV .—A 3Icadow, 

Enter Joseph attended^ and Harvestmen eeveraU^m 

-3’osepii 

Now, azJ the men at labour in the fields I 

First'H A n VESTM AN 

As thick as vbces, great sir, and not one dzone 
Amongst them. 
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ACT ni. SCENE IV 

« 

t Joseph 

Let them lose no single grain. 
Plenty soinetimes proves coy, and like a maid 
Who fears a waste because too easy won. 

Will frown and turn upon your confidence; 
Then thriftless prodigals do think on orts, 

Envy your beggars, and o’er-bcat the straw. 
Where struggling grains are jewels. 

First Harvestman 

I am come. 

Commanded by 3 'our steward, tn unfold 
The issue of our labour. All the west 
Of this great city, eVn from bound to bound. 
Hath not a shed, or tent, or arched roof. 

Where lay our city storoH, but it is gorg'd 
Brim-full of weighty grain ; nay, not a crack 
Or crevice doth rcinain of public holds 
But it is chok’d with it, and yet men flock 
With empty purses and with laden cars 
Craving for coin, and sick as ])lcntcousnc 88 . 

1 left some hundreds tlironging by the way. 
Out of all spirit that your steward paus’d 
To jmrehase more till you had given command. 

Joseph 

I 

Go, lade thy asses with two sacks of coin: 

Buy all thou canst, and dP not 'bate in price. 
But pay the equal sum that I have fir^d 
Por^evexy measure; juad although these men 
Win^race Ui rid them of tHeir niture bread, 

We will not therefore in our better sense 
Take mean advantage of their ignorance^— 

'-air- * m ' ‘ ^ 
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Beaidefl, their coin must every piece come bode 
HVben their need presses. 

First Harvestman 

I 

But, my p[rariouB lord. 
What can wo do with such a waste of com 
Unless wo raise a mountain on the ground 
And leave the clew and nun our har\'estmca 
To form a rind, and thus to roof itself ? 

Joseph 

Call all the rarpentrrs and luiiMors round. 

And over-pay (hem half their proper hire; 

And all the youtn who have the strciif^th to leap. 
And all the old men that ean touch the ground. 
And let these last go out into the fields 
And gather stover, ruslu's, reeds, and fern : 
Command the. first hew down the sapling oaks, 
And bring them to the city, and thcro build 
A granary to reac'h three thousand feet; 

Ancl let the that^hers thatch it from the rain. 
Cram that, and if the land still throws her fraught. 
Then raise another. 

First Harvestman 
I will see it done. 

Joseph 

This officer shall go along with thee. 

See that the men wbu labour in my rule 
Are amply paid, according to their work. 

At abut of eve. Without a metal spur. 

That which I order Irill be sloven’d o’er. 

The eye and^ appetite thus over-fed, 

WiU tom the stomach of their gratatude. 
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Axi4^ Heaven’s bounty will be sootn’d t<f waste ; 
A miner’s eye is sick of swarthy gold. 

First Habvestmaw 

The bidding of my lord shall bo perform’d. [fxA. 

Joseph 

The air is never cold, nor burning hot; 

And usual extremity is sunk 
In temp’ratc days, and nourishing moist nights. 
Birds swarm, and ilowors blow, os if all things 
Yielded to some magirian’s fantasy; 

Laughter is heard wherever you ran turn, 

And men arc fat ns piittorks is a cage. 

Fed choicely for the knife.— And Kuch a turn 
Would famine fain bestow on us withal— 

E’en things of slothful life do feel the change; 
The crocodile hath left her slimy bed 
Encradlcd in the rushes of the Nile, 

And makes a journey over marsh and flat 
To hide her early eegs. Fierce snakes do quit 
The rooted bottoms of the lordly woods, 

And prey in incadow'.s. Eagles have been seen 
To settle in the city, and the kids 
And heifers do break through the pasture bound ; 
A general and uncherk'd liberty, 

Br^ of this sudden change, doth tempi all things 
To shun the habits of old circumstance. 

Herein man’s image too may be espied; 

As when a beggar finds ivi^iscr’s hoard. 

To ri(^t and left he scatters it away 
Till ihe is once more brought unto a clutch; 
And mta will sleep upon % dangerous nound 
Nor dream of yawning ea^quue un&meatb. 
Great God doth jerk our Judgments oftentamea-^ 



184 JOSEPH AND HIS BRETHREN 

Riusei tSie fear, or punishes the fault— ^ 

' But out^ alas! once more ttfe cup is full, ' 

And sudden we are drunk. Men, in the maas^ 
Bu^ dear experience to throw away. 

This lean ana frightful famine now at hand 
Will shake our city; some two seasons gone. 
And then comes waste, and old abuse, and want. 
So the great moral is thus cast away, 

And wisdom in the public walk lies dead, 
lien will be men, while God is merciful 1 


END''OF TUE TUIUD ACT 



ACT IV 


Scene I.— Can<ian, JacoVt TenU 

Enter Reuben, Asher, Judah, Nai*htali, andl 

Dan. 

Reuben 

What’s to be done ! 


Asher 

Lie down and die. 

Reuben 

Oft-times 

The pregnant harvest at its early birth 
Has so o’errun the measure of our need, 

That the full bins have iiuistcd in the shed 
For lack of use. . Alas ! our famish’d want 
Would fain be friendly with our former waste. 
And give God thanks. 

Judah 

Alas ! where will this end f 
Two seasons now are past, and we have look’d 
With hollow eye upon the fruitless earth; ** 

And look’d in vain ^ for not a single olade 
From ail the thousand groins we scatter’d forthy 
Cbmes in the emerald livery of spring 
To cheer our anxious and despono^ig sight. 
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C 


Enter Jacob and Benja3iiin 
Jacob 

How fare my sons ? 

NArrrTALf 

Idly, apainut our v/ill.^, 

.fACOB 

God’s will T»e dono ! It is a prii'\ou3 thinj;; 

For me and thee arid all thy l>n*tliron hero 
To fed the lack of I'read, —most pitiful. 

NAniTAi.r 

Como, and mark out mir final rrstinpj place. 

And make us coflius atrai^ht. 

Jacob 

Despair is bin. 

Nat’htali 

It is ns well to w^an^;I^• with de.«pair, 

As sigh to dentil with ho|»c. -What hope have wc ? 
The wind iloth whistle through our granaries 
(EnwoinbM and hollow ns a dead iniin’s skull). 
Lord of the empty space ; for the small beasts 
Desert it as a thriftless tenement. 

The paths that led to pastures and to fielcb’ 

For want of use are cvor-hiid with dust; 

Old customs, too, that vfotv our daily work 
And daily bread, arc bolted from o"r us** 

In the hard seasons. , Spring doth blow the gra .. 
Back in our faces ere it can sown, 

And autumn '^yields us ample crops of dust. 
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act IV, SCENE I 

AM at* . tuin^ii tLat we do kill for ftod 
'hu a> savage, being scant of food; 

A ‘f ■ *sa pays our danger. 

Jacob 

Mark, oh Heaven 1 
OM ,^t*. rt is WTunc for nil his tribe: 

A lir.i\ , •n'lLiiii, wluTC’iii lio (loth forget 
Ifnojii * ■ *Iave i: I’rcv, 

•F • 

NaI'IITALT 

What shall we do ? 

Jl I*\TT • 

T know not; is worn out. 

1 i:i* w'<*!iry months, liKf to ;i stubborn brood 
(M (lisobi‘(li('nt cluldr'Ti, do sworvo 

I Voni liuture's doi ili* nilo, and mar tlM'insoivcs. 
Heaven does not s\ei‘j» to mm- .m) sad a spring. 
And thiTcfore is she pan In'd in her youtli. 

And summer sinouldrrs lilm a sniotherM lire. 
And bakes the rrust^d earth. Ilivers dry up; 

winter i.s all wind ; moist nminshment 
Is suekM up from tlie hind ; find barrenness, 
f’l all its crueltv, mocks at man's lu-ed. 

Enter Si,\ii.;ov, Lnvi, Zeurlun, Gad, 
and IssAciiAR. 

% 

Simeon 

eh. ■' ' o starv’d to death,— 

« 

NaphtAj 


W&t farther ill t 
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Zbbuluh , 

Lo Ton t W6 left ten cattle in the mead. 

Ana nine have died of hunger. 

m 

Levi 

There is no mead; 

But all the place that tvas a general swainp 
Is as though struck by lightning, siiig'd and burnt. 

Dan 

Mountain or flat, low glen, or peering mound. 
Hath cast its mantle for an umber gloom. 

And summer's only dutli remain 

In dying ivy or ui holly sere. 


8imi:on 

Our cattlo languish, bellowing for food: 

And when they die, wc lack the means to Uve. 

Reuhen 

Famine is like the demon of despair; 

It swallows all the substance it can find. 

Then preys on its own arms. 

Zedi’lun 

Creatures of kin 

We often see do feed upon their young; 

Thus famine eats itself. 

Gad 

1 turn’d a mouse 

From out its nest by cbance—stor’d in the hold 
With nuts, with acorrs, almonds, and with tioe: 
* Herein (said,!) man’s lofty pride *s pull’d down* 
Bven by a creature that dotn live in etnws. 



ACT IV. SCENE I ia» 

• 

Had all xny btothen had but half thy wit 
We should be fuUiand trugab deek aa thou.; 
Not like the empty lions howling heie.* 

Reuben 

Yea, man’s chief lesson is extremity. 

He never knows what precious comfort is 
Till it is lost. 

JrOAH 

How vrenry are our days 
That us'd to pass in healthful exercise. 

In pleasurable thrift, and sweet repast! 

Our nights were like a ininutc thrown away—* 

A draught of balm unto a ])ar('liefl thirst 
Exchang'd for renovation and fresh joy. 

Now all our ininutes, fledg'd with leaden wingSt 
Are like to notes struek from a domM boll 
By a vast giant with an iron club. 

The time we held as musing vacancy 
We find was sweet content; and all in Tain 
We try to touch thi: hour with cheerfulness 
Which hangs about uh like a brooding cloud. 

• ISSACHAR 

Yea, who ahall mend it 1 What 'a the best to do f 

Jacob 

A general vengeance from the hand of God, 

In lieavy visitation on the land. 

Is Bpreaid around ; it is bitter cup! 

A little, mer^ at the bottom still ^ 
Was^ever left for man’s affliction.— 

Azii& my sons: 1 cannot enend yemr wanti^ ^ 
But 1 do hear there is a certain ipan 
Of great renown, who rules the far-ofl Jend 


. -k 



190 JOSEPH AND HIS BRETHREN 

_ _ _ * 

Whm Flianob, the Egyptian, ceigna aa king* 
Oo, get ye up« and take yourrmultt and sawa. 
With money in' your palma, and crave of him 
To eeU your con^ that ye and youn may live, 
Kor linger thiu in want. Go, every man. 
Except^ Benjamin, my youngest boy ; 

Him I will keep, lest danj^er by the way 
Should be enamour'd of his tender youth. 

And rob me of his eight. 

Natiitali 

Ih'tter wc may,— 

Much worse wo cannot ho. 

jA<''tll. 

llouvni prosper you. [Exeunt. 


Sf'ENE II.- A If all. 

SoSKtn, geatnl nn a hitjh sraf stmmvhed apoH : 
OHiccra, C'iiizen.s, and Atceiidoiits. 

JoSEI'U 

Time wendeth by us in eventful life 
Even as the trees ami httuses seem to glide 
Am we pass by them in a rapid car: 

But aa the wmd doth rub the seeded (;raaa, 
Xiodging it on aotne mountain out of ai^t^ 

So in h^ paaaage Time doth ateal away 
The old remembrance, and but seavea 

The irmfkwa huak ot^nll our wealth of woo— 
Of woe, inde^, for ^ings of joy do die 
Upon ^e action.—Joy ia the grave of joy: 
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ACT IV. SCENE TL 

And-all th« tliat was so long a-Joingi 
Is swallow'd in thp minuto that's to iXMiitt. 

New hope still smiles to hear oU nisiMi^, 

In long penpective, tell the tale ol wqs»~ . 

At hest^ joy touch'd with melancholy pain* .'; 
Just so do I fofget my father's house, 

Filling another place in this great worid. 

And now my grieved heart is worn as smoeiiil^ \ 
As wottods that heal, and leave a tender sear* / 
Tonth is soon trammeird in new cirrumstanoSb 
And man at ImsbI returrietli i<> liiinHcif, 

Or e'er his holy grief hath made him feel 
Why God afflicts him. There's » precious doQTf?^; 
And through that door a glorioua court in heaven* 
Where 1 do hope to see my faihcr’s face. :/i; 
Aud all our hou.se, and .shed no human tears. 

t 

Enter Steward. 

Sti:w'aiii> 

Great lord, th*' faiiiino rageth in the land. 

And the two barren Hoason.s that are gone 
Show us no hope, but, if they 'bate in strength* 
Recoil with more effect in atubbom wrath. 

The men are fain to give you any price 
For food by which to live. 

Joseph 

Be yo discreet 

In distrilmtkm: so shall Pharaoh see 
lie did not choose an idle officer. 

Leave noa^t to chance that wisdom dhy eesBij, 
'^niand. s 

Oh t love s)l goo^y business for its endi' 

So shell thy motive ne’er be put fi> dufi^ 
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h. ‘ 

And thou shalt loach success to wait on thee; 
For frugal plenty 'mid this gmcral dearth 
Did grow of such wise means, and kills sad want. 
According to each separate household’s need, 
The aged, and the young, so measure forth 
Enough to sustain life, and take the coin 
They bring ; but give no more than need re‘]iiires. 

[ICxit Steward. 

Enter Simfon, Rr.T Br.N. I'^sac hak. Dan, JrDAO, 
Zebulun, Nai'iitalt, Lkvi, tJAn, and Asher. 

Strangers! Wh.it n.iMi -.re these? — not Egypt 
born— 

Great Ood ! they are r.iy bro!I mts —sure they’re 
come 

Driven from valT-d tents in seareh nf food. 

My blood doth (hroiiL; f'lr pn'^-.iee lo my heart. 
And mounts again with an enfoii-rj flow, 
Inatinrtive to look out u|» ‘n it.i lf, 

Warming its kindred vein.s ! -lin y arc my brothers. 

RErr.n.N 

Great ruler, hail! 

Joseph [Aside. 

Ha ! that is Reuben's voice. 

RlflTBEN 

Vouchsafg to look upon thy Bcr\’ants’ wants. 

/CDAH 

Peace yet awhile—he heeds you not, but is 
Steep’d in internal thinking: us ho sees 
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ACT IV- SCENE IT 

Like one who tries to realise a dream,^* 

Present, yet absent: some great aubject lia8,< 
O'erfloodcd his det'p mind. His thought absorbs , 
His sight. The ardour of its bent is in : 

His eye, and beams on us, oven as the sun ^ 
Looks out upon a lake!—therefore havo peace,. 
Lest you offend the niaiu and raise liis wrath-^ 

.rixirit [.iside. 

Have T, then, brothers # F have ln'cn so long 
A shaft o’lT.'^hot into n forrij^n j^roiind 
That 1 have taken ront .limI spnm;; to leaf. 

And bear a foi'«'i*jn i>lo^-oiii on tny buuglis. 

And tliey are sti.inL:**rs iiinliTiii'etli my shade: 
Yet they shall ]jln« lv nf nic tin* rarmt fruit.— ‘ 
The sight of ihein lioili lii;.' ujioii niy liearl. 

And novel joy .'iiilnluf ? my tii>nM«*d fmjno.— 
What men un: tln .^e < [Alowl. 

Wr.rv.KS 

l''rom Canaan are we come 
To beg my lord will m'II ns of his grain 
That we and ours in.iy live. 

Nay—liny—not ao. 

I 800 that yc arc not Ivjvptian men. 

Spies are ye all, or \\}n*nforo do yc conic? 

We are no spies: thy servants come for corn. 

, JosKi*H lAside. 

Ah! now I do remember oi my dri^am— 

1 deeam’d my lather and my brethren all 
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pid;% 0 W^l>eto —^lol now, and beteldl 

{iHLbilt.. mjr father wait on mo in feae^ 

I 4otn old Israel still draw Vireatb 1 my father I ^ 
doth perfectly deliver liim: 

^M^eTofore, I will not ask, fur fear the sad 
pR^cording of his death should drive that hence,— 
!''7^en of tho and tho substance too 

am bereav’d.—Howhoit, (Jod’s will be done I— 

' I say, to pry into the land you come, [Atoud^ 
iAs Bpie.s, to sec its Tiiikcdncss.—Tell me—- 
• Have you a fuiher i 


iV, Jrn.Mr 

'4 - . 

IbiliT in lil'iypt, yes: 
iPhc vencrfiblc |i;iln.-n h livrs : 
j'Thy servant'^ jip’ iwi-I'li* lin-thrcTi in the land.— 
tiThe younsjcsl \uj1i ntir fjilier sojourneth 
’■Unto this day ; M!:d wo an* tlin^e who came 
From Canaan to your Iv/yj^t to buy corn : 

And one is not. .' 


I see tliiit you arc spies. 

‘Herein you shall hi* ])rovM :—by PharaoVs.life 
Except your yoiin';«*^t brother come to you;”/> 
Hence you shall not dciiart.—Take them awayv^'. 

{Exeunt aUended.\ 

Ob! what a treasure liavo I found this day. 
And what a curious circle have we run 1-ci \ 
God, through their ludred, hath made mp ^theit' 
lord: ■ 

They ftdd me forth, and now they beg pf ip4iv; 
,.1^ heart is still the same, and J will . 

I^R th justice to myself, though not to them. ^. 
.,^p|TeaV we mifit dwell together, and some wa^ ■ 



ACT IV. BGBi!rB;.n 


3BirB;.n - '"•;'aiti96S 

;_* •_:L' 


I to pSticiE tbcffii 

Up £kie lii^ monnViin, where I keep''4 
And we wiU live in dearest feUowiAup. 


3S?' 




Scene III .—A Prison, 

-ji 

SziCBON, Beupfn, IssAcnAR. Dan, JrDAir, Zcirdn 
; JLUif, NaphtalIj. Lkvi, (jai>, a/it/ AanuR.—^JosBrS- 
. itnpmeived. ■ Vi; 


SiMi;nv 

I 

Three days wc*vo Ihm-h in vN.iril. 


lss.\fHAK 

W»'rn it the besfe' 

That we had ditMl of fiimiiH' in our tents, 

Oi^ that wc wait upon tliis danger hero? 

I’m much at odds. 


IJeuren 

j., W»* art* unfortunate ; 

Snimy some mischief will befall us here ! 

''' Dan 

Alas! how cruel and unjust wern we, 

Bven when we saw the ancriiish of his soul, 
ToAdS cor brother forth tp dangerous hands. 




Judah 


.ft. wiiba hateful crimp, and I do loathe,.^. , t 
, if3f4sff1whe&e*er 1 tliiuk ou’ti; so l^imllV^.;' k 
. aO miscl^TiGe that may accrue^Cp 
Ad *tww. ’is«t dwrt tf», 
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1 . 1 * 


P 

a* 


ICv- 


. .. Lrvi * 

,^i0iere*et^lie is, great God! have e^ea on hun. 

lasAcnAR 

' It .'vras an ovil thing, niicl I rrpont. 

rti\' 

SiML'ON 

I 

>8o, Issaclinr, do T. 

! Tlt:rnF,x 


.1 1 tnlil ymi — 

^Would you lind li."** nM tln-n l»i my complaint. 
Said I not, ‘ r^in jint y** child ’ Y 

■'Butyc iviTc and iil'lMirn, - would not hear,— 
Wherefore iK’lmld lii^ Mtjod is on our hctadfl; 
for Htiiivon luLtli :i 111*^001 y for these things. 


Ah ! since I hiivc li.id ( liildriMi of my own. 

My brother livetli nnu-ii my mind. 

JrF>.\ir 

9 

Yea, what a coward it doth make a maa4 
For he who had the iiio^t to do in it 
Would think him best if he had had the least. 

JosFPU V 

■ 

Ob t let me find some shade wherein to .weep^> 
For all tny sorrows seem but as a daj^;:'!^; ’'’-,’' . 

■ A little penitence doth quite absorb'^ / 

Ant age of suffering-—sweet penitence f , ' / 

.!!niat> as a holy flame doth bum away . 
nU stubborn cold that ties US to ourselves. [JSstd. 





ACT IV. SCENE III 
DiK 

How m^n ft nuui l^ccomes jn 
Wj^en an^sh binds him bust to 
To pity ^bsc on whom he trod 
Ana drove to the same anguish. 


m 


JrDAU 


' ' ’A!' 

Yra. ’tis 


.* I 
% • 

'■■->- 


It is the way of men and huntnrs both 
(For human hunt«Ts diiTor but in this,— 

One preys for tho liitbN liii^ cttlinr for man's heatt)f; 
To stand and shoot thoir random sliafts abioiMir 
Sometimes they hit nnil Kill - myre often wonni^f' 
And the poor lunim'ii dndi l.ui.ijuish in its ][)aui'l 
So do men war mi iiirn wnii words or blows 
More mcrrilcss than tiL''T< of tin* rave.— 

Ah! misery to serlc our brotluT’s blood! ‘'4 

Rc-enter JosErii, tvilh Ollu-ns, Attendants, dtc. 

dnsiirii 

Albeit, men, I do sii.^-fieri you spies. 

Bo wise : this do, and live ; for 1 fear God.-— 
One of you shall bo bound atui kept in ward. 
And you, the rest, shall lade your beasts with conir 
And travel to your home and give them food; j 
And when you bring your other brother back 
1 will release the bound, and you shall live. 
And liy the bringing of tlic youngest son ' 

: You shall be piov’d ; for i do fear you much.—^ 
fiiQd'Ab^tUs man. [Suison 

Simeon 

M, Inethron, that }ft)u 

17111688 you Uting my brother to thk. ^ 

]fy. blo^jmELjiiro bo apUt, 
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♦ 


Beubkx 

We shall romcmber. 


Jl'DAH 


Thy servants Ttow even fo the earth, 

And hf'p niv h>nl ’\\ill deal vilh them as t-hev 
Shull prove to lijiii. [Ej[€unl, 


( 1:1!li'T. oflirer : 

Brim all th'-ir 5 vl''- ■-'1 tlx’ij! of th<^ best; 
Send fli'-rii pr'i\; i i; .I'.-l tht'ir vvautHS ; 

Ai)d ea<‘ii rti.k'.i's , | i\ in the mouth 

Of eueh ^.11 i. ; aJ. l lli* rn safely forth ; 

[I-’j-il Olliccr. 

For it were s^r it :'i- t* ii 1, \kl:i. m :ir( e have found 
My donri'st l.iodii'l. n-v hvn!. flesh, 

Should deal I'*'^ sM!h ihfin. Yet awhile, 

And they will l.i‘ ri : lii fi'il. iir.d .l.ifoh soon 
(If Ood he wil'!!,.'-. ill.'! I;' ::"'■■!!)’ tribe, 

Enrich my M>’ir.. 1 til! then. [Exit, 


Si knj: IV. i//.- Trnt, 

Enter RlcunE^', Zi:iu li n, Dan, and Naphtali. 

Reiues 

Our food is gone, and what an; we to do ? 

We may not go to Mils E^'vptian lord 
Without our brother, fur ue surely then 
Will deal with us ae spiea. 
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^ZeBI*LL:N 

And thnt 1 fctAt ' 

Will scamly he ; for Jneoli did deny. 

In wathful teriMH, our lijirdly nrj»'d request 
When first we <lid return into the land : 
And therefore Sinnron luis in danger lodg'd 
Until this hour. 


Enter JAroit, Ui.n f v.n.Ir nvii. ttnd Lr.vi. 

.1 , 

1 s i\ } .' -1 jl i <)* i'l).- — 

Wherefore iM-r-.i','' n.i of !■ \ « l:i!«Irrn tlius ? 

Il'U. >!•: i-o'. I* In!. 

Aiid now \\\V\ I .In- I’l-:!j.Ill-Ill .iw.iy.--- 
AU tLe.se. tint'..'' .o-- .■.'.lOi ! J'i‘-. 

Kl i I '.l N 

If I fail 

To bring iny )u‘o!}it F L i'L li> you again, 

Slay my t\so <hil«li»‘ii. 

.1 rii.vii 

'I lio'i unto thy flon.ii, 

* Go forth, buy rrirn : we f inii:'h *. - So we would; 
But that the man ili-l .solemnly eoinmaiid 
We should not ser; Lh f.r u unliJ wo brought 
Our other brother down. 

. Dan 

Tl#reforc, we say. 

If thou wild let him go with us, 'lis well;, 
li not, we cannot go. 
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It 

JAron ^ 

: ■ Why (lid you deal 

flo hardly with mo as to t^-ll the man 
:Tbat 1 hud yet another son at home ? 

K 

Tho man did chiih* 0 ?^, savin-;, ‘ Yo arc epics’. 
And oflon tn tif t»iir (‘-itai**. 

How could we know fl-aS he would say to US, 
Bring mo vour liruli.-r' ? 


II' 1 . i ^Tuiu is all 

That I liavo !• H cf Ili-lj-r- . l.i.Mmi now. 

. Joseph is lo't f'>r t iiiv rvi*«5; 

^^And if you t!.i ! «i\. i*!.! h** should fall 

-In the wav ot d it .■•■i .i ■ \.)ii im. vou hrinc 

ft » t H 

My grey hairs down wuli (upiw to the grave. 
Brothers, it is deiTufl .t.iv and die. 

il \* «>f: 

Not eci—not so.—Y«l wli.ii am 1 to do?— 
How was it- that each lu.m tljil tind enclos’d 
His money in his s.u k t J> it ntit strange 
To send the money h.-n k to those who buy ?— 
And Simoon, too,—SiiOeon did go with you. 
And he, you say, was made a prisoner.—* 

It is a^^dangerous thing: he shall not go I 

• iEIirLTTN 

tp ^ 

Why^ then, we cannot go into the Lind. 
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. Jacob ' . \ 

Miscliicf vrilJ come if you do take Uio boy* ^ 

ZKBrU'N 

, » ^ 

And if we stay, boUi he and we must starve* 

• .iN. * iL. iFt" . 

Jaiob 

jVjaJ is it nothin^!:, tu rliihln-n thus 1 




* * 


N M'lJ I .M.I 

Hf 

One of two r\i!^ Min-lv iIi'm i hnnso ; 

Either thysrlf. t.liy m*! '-, .'I.*! h[) il«y tribe, 

Must perisli il.'i t- ht f«>r wiint, ' 4^ 

Or thou inu*'t .■'•■mi tl..- l ii\ ilnvsn in our hand/v 
And we will Itii l-i'l-; >iin‘'ii5, and rorn ; 

Ar.d BenjaTnin, aial il! ?!:'• tnln* ahull live;' 
And if wo liad ii«)t In. i i'd '>'' r ihi.-^ filing, ' 
\Sc had boon du'.Mt Jiii'> thr bitul, and back. 

Ji ll \ u 

Nay, Ifdi inv fillirT ir-n-i iln‘ lad with mo; 

1 will be 1 iiiial aii<1 lliiit he ahall 

Return to tliei-. Ai.d if 1 l»rinj» him not, 

For ever be. the lil.ini** ujinn my hoad, 

And let Diy iuLher rliMn me. 


J \< oil 

, Take from out 

Our scanty stores the daiiities of the land,— ^ 
Of balm, of myrrh, of spices, and of nuts,- . 
Almonds, and honey : and let every ond 
Take'double money, and d'^tewitb tbe'(Stn36^" 
That wob return’d before into bu^ack; ' 

For peradventure ’twas an overBisoti* 



202 JQSBPH AND HIS BRETHREN 

• • _ * 

>Ahd abo take your bxotker in your haud-^ 
5,^'^Adiier and go; and God be merciful, 
wit iUe man mav aend back Simeon 
. Ai^ Benjamin: for if I am bereavM 
0 f all my cbildren, tbcn 1 am bcrcav'd! 






f, 
A -I 


Judas 

Fear not— 

j;Tbe inan will know by this we fire no spies, 
\'And will return us Siin<‘un to our bands; 
'^And, seeing wo an* better tliaii he thought, 
♦i^Treat us wiili court'";’/. 


.V 


I ' 


V 

y-r 


.1 \rf)B 

Anii-n --anten !— [Exit. 

I^nfrr IS'^Ai'IIAU. 


Jt ItAIl 

Issachar, tlu’re i.*- 1>!i)od upon thy brow! 

> ' \« 11 Alt 

Blood is more like tn br.id iijxui my brow 
Than is a tear to trciiible in me eve. 

m m 

>,Oh! that this faniim* \v*re iiKorporatc, 

That 1 might wre.^^tlc with him fur the fall. 

I 

Lr.vi 

Where hast thou >*cen t^icsc three hours^ Issachar ? 

" VIssachar 
Into wilderness, o*er vale and mount,.' 

\.Tp ^i^ruggla with tha* panther for hia heart.^ 

Jou»,faien(d), why do you atand at^bay, 
bt thia famine tack your blood I 



ACT IV. SCENE IV J ^ 203; 

Mu liath a tDUch\.of the ^eat eleiiiuti|^ v* 

In fietoe diatreaa hi; sboulcf o*eiieap 
And ravage like an angel that is ^ 

Hu spirit, being pressed as oun is hbir^^'' 

Should rage within him like a furnace''olos^O' ^ 
Become rich fire to quench the vrrath tif. 

I^rm as the earth, hke stubborn as the. 

That roars along the valley in the storm*' 

Yea, with repulsive power, like that which 
The sick Le\iatbaD les^lle after league, 

Bruis'd, on the mountuin liaeks of forked wavasji;^f 
Let us but think our former life hath beoii 
Idle and womanish, utkI now Ig'^in 
To play with diUi'/'T in sm cxerc’iso . *■" -j 

Fitting our rnanhiuM), iind unr hthouring breattl^ 
Oh, power and fiirtitu.h*. 1 will have food! ‘ 

Why faint ? why di»* i 'J ic vh-Ava and their 
The lion and the- mb, still live as prey. 

W"hen not the bosom of the earth hath root^ 
The trees bear bark to serve us for a needr''-^^^ 
When there is nothing left us but the 
We can but die. 1 ^ 

1 

j ■ 

• I)an 

Til*’re is some comfort yet. 

"We are to go to K^/ypt tn buy corn* 

Which the chief ruler i^ellti. 


1ssa(;mab 

Y'ea, anything 

Batibm than yield to this extiemity* 5 ' 
Com^to my tent, aod browse upon 



■ I 
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' ScBMB V.— JotepX'i Houte. 

lliBCBsii, SiMKON, Benjamin, Lrvi, Jitdait, Isra- 

• CHAB, DaNp Zebulun, ^'afutali, Gad» and 

Asbxbu 

^ - 

, ^ r 

Zebulun 

Why should this lord comm.'ind us to hid house ? 

Naphiali 

So doth intornl fouu* i vil unto us : 

And for Um' iikh -v r <)ii!d witiiiu our sacks 
>1[ fear 'tis his id f,ill r»u ua 

lAnd claiiu our caul'.', and m II for slaves. 

• j I 

\Vendor the Fl/'ward Mmali tli at the door. 

X’il. speak 'with hiiii. 

•.p . . 

^ ; 

*/ ' ' Enti'r Steward, 

Oh, pir! we an* in fear ' 
Xi^t that mv lord lif wr.ilhful* unto us. 

In truth, wc came at firM lo huy us food: 

And lo! it came to pas^^', that at tho imi 
Wo op*d our sacks, and in the mouth of each 
Wc found our money in full weight restor’d. 
ho \ you; we have it with us in our hands^ 
And other moneys have wc brought besides 
To btiy. ua food: indeed we cannot tell 
How ttett our money come into our dacks. 

Steward. 

rrtcii J)4ti fan: not.,—X. ]bad yopt momy. 
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SlVEOll ' . 

Yet we do fear, that we are brooi^tr 

Into the ruler’s bouae. 


4 * ift' 




Steward i.:.: 

b ah 

My lord did Bay: - .' 

* Go thoUi rcleafle the man that is in walpdf^^j; 
And bring him witli th(\so othora from the mil) 
Into my houae, and alay and make a least , 
For I intend the nuni t<i dine willj nip.* 

And tliercioro Lave I hmujiiL yv»u. 


^ - % 


It is Btrahl'e I 


SI ■. W \!: I» 

Look you, the riil*'r •■■•nif;. 


>(• 

- j-* 


Enter Josevii. Officers, dc, 

I ''‘‘o . 

.lOSI'.l'If ' ' ■ 

So you are como aa-iiii to buy more corn. ' ■. 

I did repent nu; that I tljf»iight you false,- 
And when I heard your hr<»thcr was mme down.' 
Releas’d the man from ward.—You are no 8piea»:, 

» t 

SlMKON 

Thy servants all bow (lo\vii unto my lord, V': 
Lilce unto pines that stoop before the wiiid.> ' 

JUDAB ■ 

Our lather, j^eeing that my lord 
Sends" thij poor present, wTiich si 
Lovr at thy foot. 
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' f . 

ISflACBAB 

' I _ k ■ 

The patriarrji lone]. 

bulk doth bend beneath a weify^ht of daye— 
rlWhQae breast retreats, like to a hollow bank, 

. Inwrought by the long current of his yean,— 
even Jacob bids us bow to thee. 

'a-"/ Joseph 

-■,** •• .' 

'/'Ah ! * «*y you so ? and is your father well— 
venerable man of wlioni you spake,— 

Ijknd is he yet alivf i 

:s . ■ , -e 

■ - 
t'v ■ .11 1* MI 

c My lurd is pleas’d 

^aTo think upon liis ‘i<r\.iT‘t . pM'^t desert; 
y^Orir father aint m jx^fect health. 

V;-Vfr , 

^J-ba^ heanl si>e.'ik nf ('.nuian : they say 
goodly pint and full nf springs; 
BiCha^^lhere are tenfarid p:i'<tures, green retreffts, 
t'fUennh you shcpherd.s lend li happy life. 

♦t'A- ■ SiMKON 

It was, my lord ; but fninine and long drouth 
"Have mair'd its virtues. 

" Joseph 

,, ,.II^ it gone 80 hardly ? 


''..K- SlMKOH 

' Ezto^^to sta^ us.— Surely, if my loid. 
y^isd'^ibt ,;been bountiful and* sold ua corn, ; 
'OiSi Isi^I 'mid bis sdhs, and all tbo tribe. 
Had their gmve^ 




(i _ 


y 



ACT IV. SCENE V 


a07. 

f '• 


fti • 
Ir II ' 

« 


Joseph ’ ' 

Tea. 

Yet you all live, you say—aod .who is llni t 
Your younger brother that you told tno .pf 1';' * 
Come hither^ boy,—lot mo peruse thy 
Who was thy mother? ' 

Benjamin , o-./;" 

Rhi hcl, my good 1oxd«7 
My mother died before my niemovy " 

Had register’d her face vvii]»iu tny mind. 

But I have heard that shr w.ih hciiutifufj ' 

And ofteritinics ray fatluT T.illv'<Vif her 
Till the largo tears stciil (luwn Ins silver boatd; 
And oftentimes he iiiMMnii-»h fur liis son 
She had another smi, mv ••mthiT. sir: 
iSoTnevrhat of him I f.nrly i.-in recall. 

And of the doleful surrow of the time 
(My father shakes unto thi.s very day),~. 

For it was said that he was strangely 

J 

Js.SAf'ITAR 

You do presume too far upon my lord. 

• ^ 

JOSKPH 

lAot much—^not much - I c an away with it.' 
Yea.,God be merciful to thcc. my son! 
MetfaljoJu Tve seen a face like thine before^ 

And aocli a voice I kmow^Tvo ofiSw h^rdw 


-%v 


* ^ A 
1. / 


lb time of infancy; therefore, good ybutl^- 







My courtesy ia/cbme^ bat libecaLj^ 
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C 

BerNJAViN 

. Oh I it will glad my father jnuch to hear 
Of j^our great kindness to his lovM son. 

Bince I am Rachel's child and Joseph's brother, 
There was a vast ado to bring luo forth : 

Old Ja^'ob'a heart was almost iit to burst— 

But even then he patch'd it with a prayer. 

For auch, air, is my father, even Jacob. 

A- 

JOSF.PH 

Deeply enshrin’d within in\ memory, 

^JMiast tbouglits Iff 4^-lr!y yf>nrs, as God doth know, 
•'Lives the remt-iMiir.n > e uf a man like this: 
'Therefore I'll h>\f }>• • for thy father's sake. 
The staff of Mn It .H.I'I I.-^ liMnountbie— 

"That is, if he In' ••!<] .!ti>] u^-asps a staff. 

t • 

My father, sir, is 

.In-tri'ir 
ViTv ititinn ? 

Hknjamin 

Time verily hath cat into his frame, 

Blit ho is such n ruin as is cheer'd 
By plants and blossoms creeping over it— 
iliid such are his good spirits. 

JbsEru 

A shrewd youth! 
rd v^tuie much thou hast t/hy mother’s eyca. 

L 4i ■ 

. a “ Benjamin 

I. have beeif^told 
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JOSRFII 

A blessing on them,-^ , . 

Go in.-^atteud and show tliFui to the ball.', ' " 
Go, you, and swoeton water fur thoir foot, [Exeunt, • 
For 1 intend ihev sbali cat bread with lue.'.^ 

Take of the richest j:ceit(.s of all my hoocfe* X ^ '\ '- 
And bring the ciiMoirmry btimii of herbs, 

Of myrrh, of thyme, of rue. and lavender. 

And sprinkhi all (heir ginneMtts and their heads,' : 
And give each one tu it in his breast;' 

And in all things ubservi n-'-jn-ri to thorn. 

Go von nnto tin* hall uie! dn 
And he ihut is tin- i *i Irt imiL have 

Five iitnes *»f all iln' I't -t Ix vnhd the rest." 

Let thenn be si‘i brfim* m *, f.e »• to face; 

And bring Uic uf tin; t Ikm* •-,1 \viiie 1 have, 0. 
And richest fare. (Ejril Btewaid. '■ 

(111 ! siin-Iv ihi.s will })roYO ^ 

Too great a trial! 1 uiu .ilmust chok’d " -• V 
With keeping bark my tears.—Oh ! great Nature, 

1 never aid expert thou w^Duldst intiict 
So deep a joy as t4ns !—my heart will send 
Its perfect feeling wellini* to my eyes— 

The secret is too big for one frail breast! (Exit, 


Att-endani. 
tin* board. 


6g£N£. VL-^il Eoom fn Joseph's UiAue, ^ 
Enter an Officer and Steward iwerdUym^l^ 


Officer^ 

Thou art to bunish each man’s sack witk eumV 
And in the mouth of that which is tho sIxMr^a/-. 

» •- 1* ' • jki 'I " iSSf , •, 

J4a 
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Put ihoa this cup wherefrom my lord doth drink. 
Mind that thou vnow it not: aee U> it straight* 
they have left the hall aud take their leave. 

Steward 


- -'Peat'not*—it shall be done, and secretly. 


. V Officer 

* ''mm' 

'^‘Thia being done, and all the men j[;onG forth* 

■ ^Take thou some pervunts and go aft^r them* 
';And speak unto thetn o\'f'n in these words: 

Quriaaniiefi, turn ba« k unto my lord, 

:«Por he is wn»ih tli.i! yon do thus return 

for poo<! : *.Imli in.in hath j^ot the mp ? 

-'Yea, even the r'.iii f.ij w.i-^ upon the boards, 
iny l<oil lir. n.i'ili and doth drink? 
cup is liikin. .u. l \\ is \Niih you.’ 

>'‘Then shall the ne'ri - to thee the truth, 

i^And strangely louk n.to e.u-h other’.-* face; 

;Aud each one, fet'lni/ 1 )m oun honestv. 

And for the ceneral will exclaim 

^ 1 * ^ 

.**Y’ea; he that hath it let him even die.* 

:;'.Then shall they all unlade and thuu slialt search* 
^Beginning at the eldeM) ni their sacks. 

.jSo in the end it will fall out. the cup 
„.8hall be in the sack of him, the youngest born, 
bly lord doth Siiy they will nut yield him up. 
But aU of them come back again to him. 




-''t 


V 

f 

•t- 


AiiD 

ii J&is. ia very stniuge. 

Officer £ , ^ 

No man. doth knhw 


man, dot] 

;/Th© tuWs*pct until he find the end. 
yJH never heard that he e’er did man \ 


wrong; 
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Therefore lib subtlety b wise, not craft. . v, 
Hfive thon a care of Uiis^ for such a man > 
Fails in tlio practice when bb trust b fa]beii''C .v ‘^ 

,l * im t 

Steward -■ ■*' 

1 am hb steward and sliall be diligent^"^' ' ,i 
And love to do t]ie thing that you coimnai^;^- 

[Ejceu^v'^ 

‘ s' . 


Scene VII. - A Hall m w/n^srph'it ffouse* 


JoSEl’U, Officer, tf-r.—Euftr JvKrRKN^, SSHEOjir 
Levi, Ji-dah, l^tsAcii.^u. Zy.ui lvn, Dan, NaM 
TALI, Gad, AsJiEii, und lii.v.i amav. 


.If f'-j.ni 

Ah! wherefore Iniis iliou di.ii.- thi.^ evil thing t 
Wottest thou not Ih.'tt .'-i* li .i tii.m as 1 . , 

Can easilv divine? W.i. ii Mt well, ^ 

Aftf'r mv bountv uml niv ^joufinebs shown, 

To Liil as vou Lavu flono t 

w 

JuiiAH 

What fiball we n&y ?*« 
What can we speak „ my lortl ( Behold. wc Jaiccl 
We are the bondinen of niy lord, both we. 

And he, the boy, with wliutn the cuj* was found 


JOSKPEL 


Nay, God forbid that I slumld be ao hard: 4 
Only tbo man with wham *th« cup waa found ■ 
Shall be Jny bondman; all the rest ■' 

And go in peace uiito your father'a 


J CD All ^ 

My loedT 15 fven bountiful in this ; « 
Yet let your sei^^t apeak unto yo|ir 
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Nor raise youx unper, for you are indeed 
Eve)i M great as l^haraoh the land.— 

My lord did ask of us ahout our home, 

Whether we had a fatlior yet alive, 

And of his children; when your servants said, 
*OuT sire is very old, nod hath a son. 

The only flower and eomfort of his age; 

A liUlo one, whose hrotlier is long dead, 

And he alone is left of Karhers son.s:— 
Wherefore his father lovcih him os life.* 

Sr SIKON 

We all do love nur fi'.lM-r, sir, so inueh, 

That we dure nol r. ' irn uiihout the bov, 

Lest wc shuuM hmi !iy a broken heart. 

JI hAji 

»Then said iny l'»rd. ' llrij.i: down the hoy to me 
That 1 may iny « v<‘^ on iiini '; whereat 
Your servants, su^opinLi low unto you, said, 
*Tlio man is old, ami he dotli love the chUd, 
And if we take him from itim he will die * ; 

And lo! mv lord was wroth, and did command 
That we slumld bring tlie iaii, or never dare 
Bet. eyes upon his countenance again. 

Ail this we told our father, and the corn 
Was all consum’d before his patience came; 

At length, sore press’d by famine and sharp wont^ 
He did commit his lile (which is his boy) 

Unto out hands, and we did promise him 
Never to ask a blessing at bis hands 
Hntik^our brother should come back again. 

And it aludl come /iO pass, when he shall see 
The lad is' pot with us, that he will die; 

;A|id we shall hriug down our own fathei’a hairs. 
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OrpT as thrv arp, ■ftitli som>w to iha |(rav^ 
Thpn*fope 1 pruy my lord to let me star, 

A bundman to my lonl, and lot the laa 
Oo with his hrotliron forth inetoacl of irtci \ 
xVnd 80 oiu father dhall not die, but live/ .. ' 

I * • 

Rei-ukn 

My lord will pardon me if I shall ask, 

Hath he a father ? then with our eyes behold ■, 
The awful pain it is to havi* a hand 
In broaoliing of the roiufftrt of hU age; - ^ 

Or BO to pave the way of rin-umi^tatice, 

That his own sons shall \>v tin* iiistniments 
To lay him in his irravi' In-fun* Tjh time. 

.11'l) M{ 

TboK-fore be tnen-ifui to -.m. inv hird. 

And counsel us wluii is tin- hi-^t to do. 

Vrp fear to use our f.itluT iTUrlly. 

Cause every one to Inivc? me with these nicn. 

[Ejeunt Attendants. 

Did you not say you had a brother lost. 

Or dead I • 

J I’DAIT 

Nay, he was lo>t, my lord. Perchance 
He fell in danger, and is deaa. 

Josem 

' . , I am ' 

Your brother—lo ! behold !—’tia Z am ; 

Joseph, 3'our brother!—And doth Israal.U'lfa^ 
Our fathet, Jacob, the good^ wiseman 
I cannot speak, for tears do wash d^eek, 
And 1 have scarcely breath to Welcome — 
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Yon cannot for yon are wrapp'd aroimd 

In afctanga confusion of frar« abanu*, and {mcf. 
Yon do not know how I do joy once more 
To^loolc upon my hrothcra.- Nay, come near - 
;Cbm’*roand about mo—surely, 1 am he 
That you did acU unto the Ishrnaeiite; 

J$ut 1 Am he that will not think of that. 

God hath a aure and Kiin])!e way; ftiy friendflf 
• In causing morUls to nnut His wilJ— 

. Y<ta» good doth come of evil; I was airnt 
V'f^t <» my fathcr'fl ho>;oin to thU land. 

To cheriah life ; .•)!!•] lu l whut hath betid ! 
Oreainesa and '''i’Tv t.'nd Ij.itli triven me: 

; Therefore !'.>r fii t upon Viiui act, 

Jfor I (leclure 'iwi^ lim] wlio sent me iortli. 
Reuben aiid .bfldi. I .uu with joy— 

Oaniflj let me hMu us...!; vnur .'•boulders.—Come—- 
yNay* do not Ill nin and talk. 

. I have much omiiurt f..r my I'rothers' caw, 
-And much to to.- <:<ivi>rn your-hearto; 

'"'l.-may not pluck of them, tlicy are too ripi*.— 

- fStneon, or issnehiir. I'rm;: hi iijAmin 
Along, and follow all a!>out mo dose. [Erctirtt, 


SCKKE VIII.—Tent. 


JSWer Jacob, RiscrtEv. Issacbak, Zkbolvk, 
JUDAU, ttnti liKNJAMlN, 

Jacob 


My'^ind doth fear to tni^t to your report, 

. one who newly timk a precious mine, 
/Whidt, tn t^ ((oundiitg, proveth all a blank; 
.'' And tbfii the man dies, not for what is lost, 

" * IT J ^ s ^m»J* • j ■ 


X.'r 
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But wbat iroassination did 

It were a dauf'croua thin^ tor me, m; Rons» , '' 

To tni5t to such a^bleseuM dream as this^ V^'ir 
And wake a common man. 

■ ■ '-.-V 

REI-0K?7 

BcHove it true. ■ .'y 

* nasfo you,^ saith hn, ‘ tJo up and Ihs!1 my w^ * j 
Huw CmmI hath made nte dear to Pharaoh's heart/? 
Ijord o( his house, and ruler in the land/' 

Issajhar 

And it IR even so; fnr nim do tlork 
For orders and eouiiuai 'i*. ni ifl alTuirs. 

And those, the tl, ii ati'-nd the king» 

Do bow before Ins f.i'f. , 


dri'AH 

* Aua\,* sciith he, * ■ 

* And toll njy father to rouii- down to ni6*!-7|:^ ;> 
And here his voii'e dit) toMuble in his tbroat»]rr'' 
And tho \ATjir tears, whi* h l>eaui*d within'^^0^ 
spheres ; 

Ot Rachel's eyes,»(*)lour'd and sweet like hers, 
Were held hy hope, and urt^jhl by desiref 
Till, ’twixt the names of bn^thren and of father, 
They shot their beds and fell upon my hatui. 


Rai'liKK 

' Here dijatt ye live,* aaith be, * hoih -n and yourth^. 
Your cattle and your herds; (or tliere'.iMA ^yei / 
To be ^ve years of.famine in the 
Nor eucing neither harvest^hall b<^ knowlL-*^. 

Go, tell my father of my ^ory here 
In the Egyptian land, and what yoa 
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And tnny not, but briui; him hither 6 trai{|*lit, 
That 1 may se*c iny Kin*.’ 

t 

Benjamin 

And then he wept 
In utirh nn agony ujvon inv nech. 

Almost, to fiwooning: kisVd me on e^irh rhenk. 
And ihestir niv brethren all, an<l 5 o)fb\l ao loud 
My heart arliM at this munir of Kwrel peace. 

Zrr.ri.rN 

AU Pharaoli’K hoijeo n,.»rvi-llM at his disire^a; 
And when (he kit!*! i' ti.M wt' were hiK kin. 
He did roiiiTn-u-'i’ th»» .'•luuild hide tnrr 
And rome to (‘.ii.ioi, o •! (iiee birth. 

And oiira. and ai! >> ;- l.i.'i -jii-id . and lie anid, 
'Regard not of 'm*:! j'i : ft>r all the host 

Of Kgypt, y*M, i!p- i»f all the land 

your.-*.’ 

And unto v.a h •.[ h»» ixnvo 

Oiangps of rainn tir and t** l-•p•hja^un. 

Throe hundred piece?* .md (svn * hanges more. 

IIAIl 

And even now there ensne upon the way 
Ton nsses, laden ehoirely for thy need. 

And yonder thou coii.^^ the wa];^ORa sent 
To carry ua and oura into the land. 

JaAii 

Oh, Oirtd ! I find that I^n art ever just. 

no luan grieve cs|;ttin, but be rt'KicnM; 
That which vro pee aa ill,—provetli good. 
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Entf^ Simeon, Dan, NArnTAU, Levi, Ga©» atiil 

Asnrn, 


SiMEilN 

I-( 0 ! iipre ari? all tho wauvoTia and Cood« 


All that, is nontrht t .fti'ii'fih, my son, cloth live! 

1 will go down and si o Inrn i>ro ! die. ' 


SrENE TX. —.1 f fif ih-f^xh'ha, 

JacviII ^iJuntiirur. .4 Vitiiit 

frtmv H' »/./•'/ Ji(4t aita^* 

Hour, Jacob !—I am lb- ' I'lty fiithor'a G\hI ! ■ 

To ;:o ‘Ifiwn into K..'V|'t. f'-*r rbou not ; 

For I will tbrn* ni.ikf Pi'-*’ .i iiri'ftt nation. * 
Ix> I into E'j^'pr will I ^v»ili thee; 

And 1 will snrfly bri?'j; rh«-f ii|» nuain : 

Joseph shall put his tiar;'! cpoii thine eyes. 

Jaijou riitth^ *n\d h*Hr^th doxcn^ 

.Ta/'oi* 

V^'a. 1 am confident, and miich rejcjr'd. 

I aiik iif#t worthy o( Thy prar**, O (Jod ! 

Who would nut !»- a .servant of iho {.^lOrd's, 

Who loveth men when tiiey are grey and old 1 
And chocreth the aad heart, and pouts Uts voice 
Into our human ears ? Spirit of Ood, 

Who iihe evil things of Jaeoh*« day# * 

And art not wroth therewith, behold he hows^ 
Feeling the weight of so nftch goodnosii fall *" 
All suddenly upon liU agM head. * 
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God's love's ft tree of praro that npvei dies: 
Ait men may pluck thcrorjf, ^hose sight is clear 
Tp look to heaven. His bright pavilion ;— 

It nooriiibeth the sou], and the red heart.— 
Since God hath said it, surely I shall see 
My goodly Joseph £avour*d in His sight; 

And (rom the tribe of Jaivli shall arise 
‘A (emoiia nation, favourM of the Lord. 


Enter Benjamin 

■ * 

Benjamin 

Wliftt, ho! fa+h^r, ari'** ■ ilie morning breaks, 
And all our tnU* 'ire Muer f*i depurt. 


.1 \i’fiU 

How fares mv b».v ^ i"* jI ilic mornini; yet! 

; Uor darkness was but dmw upi^n the earth. 

• ■ 

BfVMMJN 

The moon retir'd in bl »• k enfluttJod elo*,id«, 
And 'twixt her p.is^iui; njul th** nic»rning's light 
There was a sable pau-^e. Tlr bird.s are up. 
And in the woodland, skirting 'round our tents, 
With rich and mellow sing'i forth the tnons 
Aa handmaids do, that l>hng the maid abroad 
Earlv, before the sideudour of the day 
Shall iMv> her wedded t» .^me graceful youth.— 
How did my father sleep i 

Jacob 

j, ^ Well—very well.— 

v^fhe air is free and 7ool, and it bids fair 
To be a cbeerful dav. 
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.BsVJilMtM 

Tli« sun dii Bink‘v.1. ' 
AniiJst a genHc brcease, bctliind Tim Bun''" 
of uuiU«T mountains, rrowning thdr tudo 
Witb Bliowera of light, of n mild roMate' .linn ; 
Sat angry 7 hot, chequer'd «*ith partial i^ooaiy 
As when in wrathful muteness ha relireSf 
Fon-lwnling Middenly of wixid and aU^rm.— 

See, in transpan'nt vajwur vdl'd ho risea». 
Shifting the huge grey olouds from out hia path»~. 
Just na a giant, 'roeririnij; frimi a enve, 
lloileth the nx'kv harn-TS fmn® his hold. 

Ho humoth his own itj* »ii-'f*. fi»r that 
Is umthor'd from the i-.i-itTn iiiountain^e brow, 
Wh**n* it hnrli laid in drops of early dew. 

?sur'»Vl in the fr.iirr.iT t !.ip^ of swathM flowers: 
nf itiir/h sw'cot iiKii'iinri* <lnih he make hta bat]|» 
W'hat a flne Spirit ih our futhor’a God, 

Who mouldcrd all tjiis nubtlo beauty forih I 

jAroj* 

Ah! fioTulor well on that, my lienjamin: 

Thou'lt lliid tho ThMrf greater than the del^d. 

flESJAMiy 

Now be doth look like, me, both young and strong ; 
But ere be *iixdc.^ he will be like to tbeo. 

Fading, rny father, as all must do. 

Hehold him rise again more feesh and,bright,*** 
Not like a golden garment, that doth 'Jbnst,' 

From i6i ^rail brightnetijs, being worn tw-Dift-— 
Therein he is so high abo^^ our hjpo^. * ^ . 

It is Jong since & morning like to^thia 
Has cheer’d our drooping ho]^ ; nor Ojlkn it last; 


t 9f 
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For JoB^ph savA, live 3 'ear?i of famine yet 
Will Unger o'er tlte land. 

JAf'OB 

Yea, 0 <h 1 is good. 

liEN'.FAMI.V 

Yet vhy should rjnd put «« to want and p.tin, 
Sf;eing wc ean bnt moan, nor Indp our.'foivr.? i 

JAf'on 

A little evil doth ir.sfnu t murh frood. 

Tho'fniiid of man is stubborn to t'ontrol. 

And must be o.to nbfdif*nc»*. 

The Hpirit of (bi-1 w* : ;d f.oii be friends with 
man. 

But man lire'iiinn'rb coi flod's |pmp'»ranr<». 

And drives His nT^;!i't (roin bi-; thri shoiil fonli 
llbat he may sitik to 4 and lo virt* ; 

Therefore, man ^houid f.nl into tlic boast 
And <]uite destroy hinisolf from oil the cartli, 
God in II is power and nn'rrv i!<»th comj'ad. 
Through sore aniirtiun, that mm's evil thoughts 
Should be east forth, ser-ir.L; tli“*p.un they bring ; 
And that they should tiu hne their car io gCHni. 
Whereat the love of Oud descends on them 
As it would woo them to re'tpwt themselves. 

All this is mon*r; for hard sufferance 
AI«»nc can curb and s\v;k' uur wilfulness. 

A moral given is worth ten thousand lives !— 

Oh! think not, boy, that pestilefa» or plague 

la idle o.veeution at OihI's h.^pn! ; 

lie is Almighty Pow*»r, though great yet goovl. 

It ft a prineiplo of |>^cr to feel 

A portion of affliction, and our Cod 
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Van p;n<*vi\ Th<‘re's nut a iiiau UIa nrath doth 
bend, 

li'ut. i-n* Hr bn’;ikH*hi*!‘.. Hr dotli wcipli Kia beart, 
HrjiiiiL' to find biin wutthy of that bliaa 
Tii.it hui.c&ty iiiiirrii.'’. 

r»KNJAM!N 

Huw wvv vou, theu t 
* ^ 

T hiiVi' not yrl li^id v*'.ir'' Id tj** tdTrJirr ; 
ibit iur hiini luy biutlirr, 1 IkmI starved. 

.1a' on 

Thy offchi t»riini-.!h alunr : 

Kur It ]:if ks faith. \\hi<}! i- a iiuun(J)r».s spare. 
K.trh man tiiat v.> ir t!<-'fi iijiui) Ids boni?S| 

(ifii lidrlh Htaivrr; l^.- lh l»\ ni »iil und daV. 

Hi s.I a min 

Why. thou thrn- is j-'i hf*|H- to Ih* bclov'd. 

fin to —CTO to-Tiod's u\orvy is ho trrrot 
That Hi* arrrpt.s the ■ail! lirvuiid ihr derd. 
When tl'.'it th'‘ \vll doth sfni^'trle tt> do aell ;— 
How dust ihon knuw ihut thou bhouldsl hiivc bceti 
Btiirv'd ? 

Hknjamin 

Tiither, five years of faryine urr to rom#j r 
No means to gain our food remain’d for uii. 

Jac 00 

f ould not the Power that mafic itiy brother lord 
And ruler over Kgypt also make ^ 

The earth to 9 ;a(ic and renoer foojf to it#, * 
In sjnte of famine and the Bhado of death 
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Pome hittiiT, boy, and Ir-t nu’ kis^ t]iy c hi-f-k, 
How rouldst thou f;;iy Gotl wouKJ abutulon (hoc 
lit* is the Father both tjf old arid youri;', 

And ioveth u* n» I love tlu*o. rny boj-. 
Thcrtdorc do have a care n»*'* r A'jain 

f 

Cast dciiibt* ujion Ilia iju rf-y and His jK>wer, 
Lent that He aliould furirot ihoc. I am prone 
To tbirrk—nay, I am wi ll ronviiirVJ of it, 
(Therefore lonk to it, aiid bi* virtuou-*)-- 
Thai (fod l-H scriilirious 1o shield or ;irirvr» 
According to men’s |;i>o«hi«*.s*i. i»r their vice. 
The evil and tin; wr allow 

To get the bi'ifiT id tlj*’ b*‘.uT and blood. 

Do pfajiut* list to i!:*’ allk-A.iTii»» of our lauir ; 
Whilst, hke lliy I rDtli' ■ ih O '' wi' praefL^e oJt, 
According (i» ili» ir i;.uiid ci'iitont. 

Do weur a happy cponp. f ufopiir'd u> them.— 
Kay, do not \\rer» - t •!. 1 i.o; niean it 
SwH^ that in fnruit; fliiMi d<>-t iKfiiuiir (b^d. 

Yea, liOid, thciH^' teai-i 1 dedn atc to Thee.— 
Come, ait upon my krw-r.- I will unfold 
The natun of (bid’s gond'if^s unto me. 

My father. Isaac, blc!*s'd luf lit his 

Aiirl wnt me forth from E'x.iu.-by the way 

That loads to Padan-Aruin : foi he said. 

* Thou B^alt uot take a Canaanito to wife *. 
And lo! 1 journey'd onward to thei* vrcll 
Of fruitful Haran. where 1 met W’ithal 
Th}' mother Kacliol, wh«iiti i did espouse,— 
Yea, her whom God lias taken to Uis rest: 
But, ere 1 came, 1 gather'd me atones 
And laid mu down to ui>on the plain. 

For itiwos dark;-and when ! was asleep' 

A vision came upon fiic from the clouds: 
There was a fftlonce almost to be felt. 



223 


ACT IV. SCKSR IX • 

AtiH K> ! a iiiLsi was nom the land; 

Aiid all tlio air, qikI all th«' hr-rb/igc round. 

Was of srr*‘ urubvr'cMlnur. lib* fo that 
AVIii'h iri tli<* dcN'p<'.st slhplr of ttuturnn dvrelli^ 
Af;d ntiri;-lccl with the r«'»h‘iir of Piy dreaKR- 
And hi ! thi'i'* wa.** a liidd«*r on the oarih, 

1'ho top of whirh did rrach lioto the he«*kveQ$i 
Ir* faint oli^rurilv ; ntid ;»!'•»•■)» l>ril>ht, 
l.iht' .'•tarii in I'lhi^r 4li'.y»*nd»*d it, 

And did asc '^nd, ^luiw in^; lh*» hfMvy nhadc 
With saffron-tin*, snth ns tin* morning alicda. 

And all Un* pUa* did hriahti'ii at the tikp^ 

For (ortl flid Hirtiid (h<*n* in His^niajo.Aty ; 

And I, who .shniilM-rM at tli'* ghaiTiiy fcM»t, 

Ind f<*td <iod*'* vni’-f- »h' ! ■■■ d iii:io inv Mr. 

Sf.id !I*', * Ih-hoid 1 III! the I>ird, (ht* God 

nf Aiirahuni. thv f.iJipr. aid ilit* Ci«d 

it* I Oio. Alid th«’ Irii.'l uhi'r*"*>ii thou lioBl, 

(Ml wit! I l-f'it'iw i! and ihy Seed. 

touhih'ris ihv e 4 f*»d sliall Im' as is the duftt, 

** ' 

And thou shall .<pn*ad ril/road into the west, 

The east, Ihf v .i, **ve!i to the south : 

111 ihoi* and all ihv s**»*d for evi'rinoro 
My ble^>iiig on lh» fainilirs ahall fall. 

1 am with tlioe. ami I will keep thee safe 
In all those plant's whither thou flbalt go, 

And bring (bee bark into this land ogaiiL 
1 will not leave thee until 1 have done 
All that which 1 have spiikcu unto thee.* 

Then the same deadly siionce did enattc, 

All J all thL< shade and bnghtness efhs enfghKmi’d 
Add vcilM in utter darkne.MS from my 
And as f w jke my joints did shake with <!kcad; 
For sure, said I, the liord >as in this plAOe^ • 
And 1 did know* it not. Thb is Ghd*s nouae,—' 
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The ^atc of heaven ia here. Ami in the morn 
I t4xjik my pillows up, of uatlier’d fftoties. 

And raiaVi a pillar, and pour'd oil thereon. 

And made an oath, vowing' that if the Ix>rd 
Would with nu*, and kevp me in the way. 
And give nio bread, and rniiuent to put ou, 

Eo 1 might come unto my father’s house 
In peace om-e more, that (bid should ever l»o 
My Lord and Clod. -Now mark herein, niy son. 
How far He doth o'lTpay His aervunt’s worth. 
He did exalt me unto wenltli and ease. 

Gave me a numeruUM and pHirlly tribe. 

And ever hath heen tKointiful to me. 

• Thy brother he hatli r-iiM'-d from a slave 
To be a lord and pmithet, and to 8,'ive 
Out lives, iiinoiiL'^t a niillion, from tius wri'ok 
Which He has seen it to bring about. 

He promis’d us Me shmild increase and thrive, 
And be a mighty nation ; and behold, 

Even now He doth prcf)arc ii.h fpr Hirf will, 

And brirrgs us up to JCgypt. Therefore, boy. 
See that thou love His Mays, and worship Him ; 
That aljBO thou and thine, when 1 am dead. 
Hay be beiov'd and nouri.sh’d' in the land. 

BK.\JA3I1N 

I ahall lay up wi^in m> memory 
The oottuaela ol my father, and fear God. 

JaroB 

liVliy, that i#vrell; and thou ehalt leap the fruit. 
The tribe of Israel shall multiply; 

Theiiibxeath bo sweet with honey, and their teeth 
Whiten'd with milk,«>hnd their lips red with wine; 
The ^es ih4y pluck of by tho wells shall grow. 
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Aj.'I j'pri-i'I fhi ir ti iiU luxiimm Iv f»>r tinMii ; 

I 

Aiivl liiry Iku 1* .i.A liiry <i<Hl. 

lA'jrruM/. 

Si I.Ni; X. - ,t I •//* III (flh</ir H, 

J'lJ-r .li iMii fttfl .Ii)'.rs n‘% Sii*\v.irtl. wniin*j. 

SI i:w m:i> 

All ll.tll I'J S IiJuiIi'T! 

Jl i>AI( 

fli- r>I, I think ? 
SiJ \s \ni) 

Vm »■ nitirif♦•n.ifM-f in Fnv iiiritMirv. -• 

A'l ui.f.itiiili.ir f.o >' I-' ifitt'S 

\l i* Un* I'n k i»f «iiir 

I'./ -'Miii-tliiiiij th.it .ifh-i r. niir hii’*-',— 

in ait, unii <‘j.irriii;! tin' IhmM 
liv mmih* |)<‘i uh.ir ]>.!.-that it Jiolil.s. - 
'l ii*’ -iM i'l'' ( . ami lh»' fiirr-t Mt.'ir, 

Th.iF I H’i!ii'tiiii*‘r to luvi* j-rni. 

IV. 'M 111 ijj\- <miK' youtli, witii *ni'* (iwit 

I:i ihoiiL'ht. aiifl \>)W. iiiiil till!' n'iliM-tiuti. 

ill \\h.ir ill futiiM* III )n* otir lot. 

Ir hv'i's uifhin niv ntnid, a iIi'Miri, 

\Vh 'Tfin 1 om «• mop* I In* ^k^', 

Ami t.i |4' thf fritiff.iiim'tin* ja^inin*' howrr, 
■\rii| thi' im-llinv hiMUtv nf tin* wtiif. 

A'-.'i uvi>n ouiit iMi'h |iri->'ions thnu^'ht iind art 
Til.I* til*' h.ith nWallowM.--livrii so, 

f 1* 1- itii iiiv iiirniorv i 

l>i'< .in-M* I ^av. hr'itlm^ and vuurw’lf • 

\V«'-p ill c.i(-h uthvr'.s aiMi.'*; a thfiiiisfind f»ince 

14 . ^ 


f 
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Have papaM me and re-pass’d me, yet no one 
Do 1 rcrncmlKir. 

JriiAn 

Dust and travel, join’d 
To tbe lonf; sitting of our jaded nuil'v-f. 

Make djly change a luxury : sit df>a'n 
liesideVie on thin verdant shady hank. 

And straiKht unfold into iny <‘ai*er ear 
The. Waring of the ruler and his health. 

Steward 

If that impatience he a malady 

(Seeing that lY.’iie, hkf* a vile subtle leech 

Who plays the 1\raiii as his power decays, 

Still with his iiiiMiiriiki' doth increase desin« 

As the relief draws iiearj,--then is he ill. 

JlPAll 

r 

You do bespeak liini with a lovine tongue. 

Steward 

Each man who serveth him excel.s his trust, 
And strives for love and honour more than thrift; 
All his high servants their oWn masters an*, 

For he recpiiros each mu*, should proudly keep 
iiia indc{K*nde.nrc, in his office dune, 

As for the people’s good, and general weal, 

Not os for him. I’ondnien he has not one. 

Nor slaves, but what arc kept for humble tasks. 
As hewing wood, and drawing at the well. 
Which would disgrace the worst of all the rest. 

^ J"DAfl 

Me is a proper lord; and we shall soon 
See him in Egypt. 



ACT IV. SCENfe X 





SrKWARO 

Nc)< so l.iti' ttJi that. 

For h«* i.H roin«» to jiitrh hia warlrt tent 
III (M)<ihf‘ir.s vah'; hei'aijAi\ aaitli he (hia (onp^ue 
Heiii^ rich with honey'd joy), in mellow tone, 
‘The heardi'ii Israel, i'atriareh of his trilie, 

The Mon of laaar, sin* of Heiijikinin, 

The reverM father of iiiy favi»nrM self , 
follies uith his people, ami his reminint yeara. 
To fill the Mi{*ht and touch of me his son : 

And 'midst the romforl.s of the Keyptian land 
(I'lir fnnn tfie fniniike-eatcii t uiiaaii) 

Thank Ciod. and live.* Theri*witl,•h^* stoop'd and 
IcMp'd 

Iiit'i his mill car ; tin* 

Nofini; his haste, halloo'd the fretful steeds; 

Ait-l he and all his host in* I'oniin^ down 
fii'oi this hollow vale. J had comiiiaiifl ^ 

To o;:tride the slow y^rore.-i'-ion o'er the hilb, 

Ai>d ;.rect the a^jed .liO fih in tlie.se words : 

' Vo'ir.if .Tosfjih, thy de.ir son, is corning on 
To lill his father’s arms. Praise be to (yid ! " 

* .h'DAlI 

I, as the herald of our father’s trila*, 

Was sent before t^i ;;re*-t iriy brf>tlie/s love, 

And tell him of his joy and anxiuua eye 
To tfiM; his new'foumi son. 

Htkwakd 

\Vn to our chargea!— • 
1 hv'.r the eynihal airctint; in the wind. 

And they approack amain. {Excunl aevekdlif. 
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S. rNj: XT. The Tri/r. 

EhUt nw) Am Jd^i i-ii, I»rftlin*Ti, 

Olln•^r.^, lie. 

.Ja» «»« 

SfariH fartlicr li.K k ai/aits. !•■! nn’ l■••!ulM thn*.- 
A}i!-Ii.mI IImiii iii.iiiV ilisinal vcMr.'t 

KxposM (4) K.iti-'s 14 1* a I Ml I-iv** iii’tiiin. 

NaU<‘<l tf> cli.iiii 4', aTiil f<irlurii, 

Ami 1 was irkul .'iml i aj>{iv ! 

'I’lii-; i -5 mif wi-ll -- 

1 livi', ami aiii i.nt fiml. vitii 

lias liDMiMir'i] 111*' iiiv p-iUiMx •*. 

.Ia> lift 

Tni*'—triHV Hut [ am sii l< wifli li>vt'; lit-imM 
A** II ]MiMii';j:r.inatt\ i-liaKiTi liv tin- \\siiil. 
Stri‘Uiii.1; its ni4'i!i»\v fniit \MfI) .tUt’PSirr'i liaml ; 
Si> Inis my npiMi'ii jdv hi’m -Ihi'.mt'iI ildwn; 
Ami 1 aitt \V4Mk in ImkIv .ital in niinil : 

My jny liul ni.iki' iin* tn'ln*■!•■. ami I frarM 
It >voul(i U)ir4>nt iiiy in.LiihiM>il, s^iiir.s ami all. 

JosKrii 

Loan upon rno. 

Jaicii* 

Y«'a, I .'•I krtti'F m»vv ; 

put your «>kl hmirt * an* o\i*r iijh* to d'Mlli. 

1 havo not »vi’pt my lill. 



AI T IV. S(F:Nt:XI* 

• Talvi' pr.iy. 

My f.itliiT : li> ? tliy biMr'i is MJ.ik'il \iiili tojirs. 

■I oil 

N'‘^i'r iiHip* |ir»*i’iiuis frnin Iif.ivrfi fi-Il 

'J’h.iri ilniNi- r.iFf* ilrujjs tli.vf iti luy Ikmi*!. — 

ti» ;»ulTm*:i!r inv ln'.trt. 

)>::i >ti!l vnitrtl In'.*. Siii )i ,im i-iiihrar*', 

CJoil, iiiiist tiiiii'h Tliy l«iv** ! 

.loSKI'll 

No nii»n' ]if' |i.itii-nf ! 
.f M nr. 

A*i ! Jl.H Ii'-r.s 'liilii ! \«'l in iliv ni.ifjlv f.ii-i' 

• ■ 

I lio tliv V in youth ; 

Am) till' proinl ro.it i>f in.inv < nlmirM, iii.kIi' 

Hv th*'^* nil) ildtin;.; h.irnls, I fan .si'i* 

(» M hv lliV mhiii;* Mirls. 

.In^i.ru 

Ih'hiflil rill* r !i:in;^'<I. 

Now I :ifn loT'l of r!i.niots. atif) *»f )nir-i*', 
nf lilt D'.tt-.iMn-^. .iiii| ,>>-t‘i'onil to tho kin:'; 

Knll cif roiiiinanil tiir) power. 

J.vi or, 

V»\'i. it !•< iniirli.— 

Thilsi tlifiii rrw.ipl. in thv pro*ij»<'rity, 

I ho-e w'*o Were kiiixl to lh**r whi'ii I lion Wfr^ low ? 
l»ni-t o\<‘rpay l^inr love < I Iiojh* thou 
For th'‘v <iirJ <io mv mv K<Krl child!*- 



230 JOSEI*H AMD HIS BRETHREN 

JO 8 EPH 

Ala4 ! alaA ! virtue that hath no f>owcr 
To brin^ its own prntonision.f kito li|i;ht. 

Feeds upon orts. and dies without a (jnivo ; 

For all the world it in its life. 

And it ascends to (bMl, enibalm'd with tears. 

JAruii 

(*orne» let us eliariee the talk—we iniiHf all bear; 
1 Inire the lo.*w of thee : yea, let it piiSH.— 
There are now fh'd upon u nimble win^ 

A many years sinee i did hold thee thus : 

Yet 1 do know thee well. -Josejih, art sure 
This mij^hty kiniz^will not be wroth w'ith tliee. 
That I have broiiL;ht iiiy tribe into the land ? 
And yet, why ask ' wise - belovM of all. 

Come, let iiM f^o ; anil 1 will ride beside 
Thee ill thy ear.- Sjirak * Let inu hear thy voice. 

^ .liisr.i'ii 

So thou jthalt, father. 

.1 Aron 

Joseph, art thou ill f 
Thou lookeat very pale. , 

Jo.SKPM 

Hehold ino smile. 

JAruH 

(oino,—that is well. —Benjamin, take my staff; 
ril lean upon thy brother:—*fis a briizht day. 

1 said 1 would come down iiitf> the land. 

Sec thee, and die.—I would fain live a little 7— 

[Exeuni. 
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